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Majeſty's moſt Honourable Privy Council, &c. 


SIR, 
Have, methinks, a fort of Right to your Patronagt for this 
Play, fince to you alone I owe the Power of writing it 3 
for it was YOU alone, by the moſt generons Attion it 
the World, and done in the moſt generous and engageing Man» 
wer, _ _—y ind 199 Mi ans he at might elſe have 
oppreſs d me, and made me inca l Attempts of this 
| uk And that Satisfattion a rar) in the as of 
his Endeavours, I recerve* with infinite Additions, fince it 
joes me an Opportunity of owning in Public the uncommon Ot+ 
tgations I have to Mr. MONT AGUE's Generofity. Our 
Acknowledgements and Thanks are All the Returns requir'd 
of us by Heav'n, and the Poet has no other to make to the 
Grear, who, when dignify d with your Vietues, Sir, are the 
true Images of Heav'n. There is a Pain in being Oblig'd 
to moſt Men, but there is ſo Reaſonable a Vanity is Recerv- 
ing a Favour from Mr. M ( diftinlt from the Benefit ) 
that we are fond of it, and that exalts the Satisfattiow into 
a pleaſure almoſt equal to the Power of Obliging. 

But beſides the Duty I am under of laying this Play, Sit, 
at Your Feet, it brings me this A , that I ſecure 
my ſelf from the Severe Cenſurers of Dedications, for Flatery 
here wou'd be an unpardonable Folly as well as Crime, a f«- 
[era ary he wou'd rather weaken, than the 

ruth, and /0 in heightning I ſbou'd chaſe the 
Charatter, I ſo much "yg CID 5 
A 2 When 
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When a Poet, indeed, makes ſo imprudent a Choice, as to 
throw himſelf on a Poverty of Deſert, he lies wnder a ſort of 
Neceſſity of having a Recourſe to the Embelliſhments of his Art ; 
yet then, the Dawb is eafily ſeen thro : For let the Poets pre- 
tend to what they pleaſe, they tan in Reality add wo'true 
Luſtre to a Piece, that has not an Innate Worth. Jn ſpight 
of their Gilding, the baſer Metal will ſoon appear to a nice 
Obſerver. But under this juſt, and more bappy Choice, I 
have no becafion for Heigthings, no ſhadow of a Pretence to 
ſeek additional, when the Native Beauties are ſo numeroas, 
and ſo perfeft ; to loſe Thoſe wou'd be to loſe the Likeneſs in 
imaginary Charms, and that wow'd be to loſe the Value of the 
Draught, for an Unaccountable and Uſeleſs indulgence to 
Fillion. | 

Tour Eaſineſs of Acceſs ; your Afﬀability ; your admirable 
Addreſs in the Diſpatch of Bifmneſs ; the Vivacity of your 
Wir, your Penetration, and true Fud in Books, Mey, 
and in the moſt perplexing Aﬀairs, and Exigencies of State; 
your Candor, lateprity, Jullice, and Open Truth, with af 
the other Virtues, that make YOU, Sir,conſpicuous, and your 
Friends and the Nation happy,are an evident Proof of this. But 
to fbew the Advantages that Particulars, as well as the Public, 
receive from them every day, wou'd make a Volume of this Epi» 
file, and yet amount to no more, than what daily Fxperience, 
and the general Voice afford us ; from which ©ry one ſays of © 
Tow, what Horace ſaid of Quintilius to Virgil. 

Cui Pudor, & Juſticiz ſoror 
Incorrupta Fides, nudaque Veritas, 
| ullum invenicnt Parem ? 

The Benefits the Nation bas receis/d from your Admini- 
ſtration are 700 Numerous, too evident, and too important to 
ſuffer us to forget the Virtues, whence we derive them. 'Tis 
your Happineſs, Sir, to have Oblig'd the braveſt People, and 
the greateſt King im'the World; for ſuch vaſt, and uncom- 
won Services, deſerve-the Name of OBLIGATIONS. 

Tou found the STATE engag'd in a moſt important, ne- 
ceſſary, and expentirve War, for the Honour, and for the 
Safety 3 is which the Liberties of our Neighbring 
Nations, as well as of our own, lay at Stake ; and in whic 


they 
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they all had ſo abſolute a Dependence on US, that without 
our Extraordinary Help the whole Cauſe muſt have faln.' 
At ſuch a Time as this, at ſo very nice and difficult a Con-' 
juntture, Providence brought Tou from a private Life to do* 
, and all Europe, ſuch ſtupendious Services, 
that Seven Tears ago, wou'd have been look'd on, as impoſſible © 
to be done, and Chymera's to be promis'd. 
Money (next to the admirable Condutt of the greateſt Prince, 
and General of the Age ) was the Support, the Life, the 
Nerve gf the War. The Means of raifing which, with all that 
ion aud Eaſe to the People, as we have found it 
done, was a Talent peculiar to your ſelf. But as by the Con- - 
tinuance of the War the Difficulty every Tear encreas'd, ſo it 
gave every Tear freſh Proofs of your Abilities, and how neceſ- - 
fary your Adminiſtration was to make us Happy. But never 
was ſuch a _ of Tudgment, never was ſuch a Noble, daring - 
and neceſſary Undertaking, as the Alteration of the whole Coin 
of the Nation, 4 the villany of ſo many, corrupted to the pub- 
lick Miſery, and to the Ruin of our Trade, of our Glory, nay, 
our very Liberties, and all that cou'd, or ought to be, dear 
to Mankind, had it not been for Tour admirable Adreſs and 
, ement : This dreadful Evil, that had been ſo many 
Tears coming to a head, Ton, in a moment ( as I may ſay) 
remov'd. 
Who is there that does not know > Who is there, that does 
- not ſenſibly enjoy the Benefit of your Counſels, in this great 
and happy Thin of Aﬀairs* Who is there, that as long, as he 
poſſeſſeſs the Advantage F4 this Service, can forget the Vir- 
rue, the Judgment, and the unweary'd Induſtry, to which 
he chiefly owes it ? In this you have oblig'd Poſterity, as wel 
as the Preſent Age, fince both muſt derive their Wealth and © 
Safety from rf, * Leonting 
Such Singular, and ſuch Important Services as theſe, Sir, 
have ar cove the moſt noble Teſti of Four Merit, that 
Man can Aefire, and mbich we have ſeen none but You o6- 
tain. 1 mean that Publick Vote to your Honour, of the 
moſt Auguſt Aſſembly in the World, the HOUSE of 


COMMONS. The /ote of that HOUSE of COM- 
. MONS 
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MONS, that has given 0-4 many evideut and admirable 
Proofs of their Wiſdom, Juſtice and Zeal for the publick 
Good; in the Uſeful and neceſſary Laws they have promoted, 
and the Puniſhments they have mflifled, like the Old Ro- 
mans, or ( what is net leſs Praiſe ) like the Old Engliſh, 
without Regard to the Power or Wealth of the Offender. 
But their Chery had been \TT , had we had no Example 
of their Juſtice » REWARDS, as well as PUNISH- 

ENTS. Mr. MONTAGUE alone was that Noble 
Objeft of their Eſteem, Tow alone cou'd furniſh them with this 
Example which they wanted, and to Tou they ow'd the com- 
pleating f their Charafler and Praiſe, in their memorable 
Vote of the 16th. of Feb."1697. 

Reſoly'd, Thar 'tis the Opinion of this Houſe, that the 
Honorable Charles Montague, Eſq; Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, for his good Services to this Goyernment, docs 
deſerve his Majelty's Favour. | 

I have put their own Words, _ are more Glorious, 
and Emphatic, than all the weak iſhes of a falſe Rheto- 
ric. This is no Flatery of a Mercenary Pen, but the Senti- 
ments, the awful Judgment of a HOUSE of COMMONS, 
that have all along had the impartial GOOD aud HONOR 

their Country tually in their Eye ; a HOUSE of 

OMMONS, which no Confiderations have yet been able to 
Byas from the divine Medium of RIGHT, and from whom 
nothing but a try'd and ſubſtantial Virtue, cow'd bear of 
fo = and diltmilive a Mark of Honour. And in this 
they are the True Repreſentatives of the Engliſh Nation, 
jealous of their Liberties, will be ſooth'd by 
ew, no meer __— 5 Virtue alone muſt win 
their Love, as Towrs has done. For this Vote is the Voice 
of the People, not excepting your very Enemies, who are 
yours only, as they are ſo to that Government,to the ſupport of 
which your Wiſdom, your Induſtry, and your Virtue do [0 
aach contribute. 

Tox, Sir, have the Happineſs at once to have the Love of 
the People, and the peculiar Favour of your King, which is 
a Soveraign Mark of undoubted Merit. And there can be no 

| greater 


which, 
andy & 
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greater Proof of the Goodneſs, ard the Wiſdow of a 
Prince, than when a jealous People approve the Choice of 
his Miniſters, for that maſt be as le Confirmation 
both their ity, and their Virtue. And this Cow 
rmation is nc f pagan: 1 dn lemme who #s 
unanimouſly own'd at once the ing 0 Braveſt People, 
__ of rhe _—_ ing. ors kw fhe 

o whom, therefore, ed Learning fly for ſhelter 
but af Sir + From alas Hake and hope an immediate 
Proteftion but from You ? Tou have already gioew us many 
Inſtances of your Care and Encouragement of Wit and Learn- 
ing, in the Favours you have beſtew'd on ſeveral Men of 
Merit ; from whence we” draw an, Sion, that one day 
the Engliſh Nation wil! owe as to Ton for her Honor 
and Glory in the Ornaments of Peace, as ſhe has for the 
Support and Eſtabliſhment of them in the War : And that 
France will have nothing ts boaſt of their Richlicu ( wnleſs 
in precedence [4 time ) but what we ſhall receive from our 
MONTAGUE, i» as Accademy of Sciences equal, if 
wot ſuperior, to theirs. 

Buv, Sir, when you undend from the Thoughts of your im- 
portantant Em s, permit me to offer this Play amidſt 
your more valuable Diverfions. Tour Judgment in Poetry, 
ought to make me dread your Cenſure ; but your Candour 
and Generolity forbid my Fears, and make me hope you will, 
with ſome honorable Judges, that are pleas'd to approve it, 
excuſe my Defets for the Uſefulneſs a»ud Bo "of the 
Arrempt, from whence the Stage may get the Advantage of 
Encouraging ſome better Pens to go on with the Deſign. Tet 


this I may fay for my Performance, that I am free from all 
that Nee BP ity and Prof ebes by a 
late Author, againſ# ow Modern Plays, ane I'm confident, 


that he himſelf ( that is ſo imduſtrions at þ me the 
Meaning of the Poets, awd giruing their Words a moſt falſe 
and malicious Turn ) will not be able to fix any ſhadow of 
an Accuſation on this Play. 


- 


1 bave 


«: 
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Th Reaſon to Complain of | the Succeſs it had 
"the Fn a more than LA Are to be 
ev'n from the He m_—_— of Euripides. But if it prove ſo 


tunate nv ne MONTAGUE,-it will compleat 
the Satisfattion 
'STR, 
'Youg moſt Oblig'd, 


»moſt Devoted, and 


moſt Humble Seryant, 


THE 


PREFACE. 


T' not that I'm fond of following the Mode of Prefacing, that I trou- 
one of the 


ble the Reader with us on, Sy te under, what 1 cheem 


of Mankind, that of Gratitude to a dead 

"Hero, and living > mae ng Publick Acknowledgments for the helps 
I have had -_Howary $4 in the Pacm. 

Thar I owe a great th2ay of its Beauries, to the Immorta! EURIPIDES, I look 

on as my Glory, not Crime ; and 1 haye fo hrrle to fear 


aatatthe w_ 
that a Play afterthe Model of the Ancients, would be far from diſpleating them, 
for 1 found that whar delighted and 


contain d in a 


And this ſeems to me, to have been long 
ago obſery'& by our admirable SHARESPEAR, when he 

As when « well grac'd Aftor leaves the Stage, 

Our Eyes on him that enters next, 


attle ro be TEDIOUS, &c. 
Now wherever 16 de pleaſe and therefore 1 concluded, 


ar th | "Fral'd ru without cat: 
a—__ end, coulc Coe OP ew 
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Fixt in this Opinion, before 3 ew rd, nn good Fortune tO = with the” Ae- 
4-4 of EURIPIDES, 1 drew the Por of an © Operg according to this 
Model, fromTome hints of the French Op: = of Phaeton tos ; duy afler | Ir — | 
che our-lines of the whole, and | pr d to the very turns, and nay, 
almoſt Expreſſion of the two firſt Aﬀts ; the Medeaof EURIPIDES, accidentally 
fell into my Hands,and not only an extraordinary pleaſure in the perufal, 
but made me reſolve, ſince m came ſovery near it, to make ufe of thoſe 


ery the Imitation of fo coup _ __ __ afford me.. Bur rhe 
Thid-Agt was fintth'd before 


Ti Ee Gr es Ts 4 
-_ of my p AT. Phorrew Und the r 

Bur for fear-chis i not ek our (op * Critics, ( Cuſtom will make me 
give themTthe generous Name Critics) = ay alr'ring the Names of Medea 
and of 7aſc TL as they ſeem tompake.it ; owns 


to 
Hawa AM wht peruſal of EURIPID of alr'ring the: 
CharaRers of the Play,  in' conſideration of the by bg Lobiry 
ments of oat ſeveral Ailence. Firſt 1 was Apprehenſive,. that Medea, as 
ripides reps her,wou'd ſhock #-. When we hear of her tgaring her Aro- 
er tO eces, and the m | ber own Children, Gangary. tqzall the Di- 
Atares of Humeniry and Mforber we hou'Zhave been too impatient for ber 
: her barbapgus Revenge $ Ray,. 
; in the Compals of .Nature ;- or 
-decretd it moxe unfit for the VI ar ta Fri  Mon- 
ſervo Nature not afeoting thats zaſt Leſions, a Poet ought go reach his Hear- 
" Bur FeAtgird with the exircameſt Indignation have ſcers her ( as'Mr. 
Dries oblery 16) a. uf urnuh'd. with a Flying Chariot , to. eſcape her juſt 
Puniſhment. ' 'Nor w aur, Audicnce, L fear, ever have conlider'd the roa- 
fons thar might Fuſtibe Eur uripides in fo uncommon a Charatter, viz, Firſt, that 
Medea is the NS 


tbe =" a Stranger, 
(Ex dd owieS.6 frmn 

the Gods; (at leaſt of ſo near 
ogy, from the common Rulcs 
» and. more un- 


Or Ag 
pron 4 Pret 


Defence for, we ; A my Opinion. was TIT 

"£0, . that they haoght. in wv bak Ahbhes,. ne Neural: 
Love, loſt her a great .thgs pity: vis 3 wah 

reaſon that 1 made. yſet of t > the Herthen 


Iy/ of Divinity, which the Foundation of my Play allow'd me, as of Juno, 


Hymen, - 


ck 2 — 


__ a4. - 
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and hex Facher's Ghoſt, ro fire her with that reſentment her unhappy 
_ clſc have {morher'd ; by this miearsto render her aLganis, +) n- 
an AR aspoſlibly 1 cou'd; tho # was all own 110N, 
that the Natit Effect of thoſe Paſſions evcry one finds in im elf, wou'd have 
mov'd- our pity, when her yielding co their maſt violent Impuls, had broughe 
a rain on elf, and her Children, 
in Woman for red: Love, for bring caſt off for another, 
W \rn_ and rhought her {elf Beautiful, after Polleſſion, after Vow, 
and of Conſtancy, after the higheſt Benefies, is fo natural a Fraiky, Ge 
I'm confident no Woman of any Spirit wou'd brar ir, withour attem 
ſome R e or other, and that, more ot leſs violent, pr pr tort em: 
per ofthe Woman. So that 1 cou'd not ſee how this, cou'd 
fltbes.of iy; fince no unfortunate Charatter ought to be lbrn.s pow 
Sean; whats (ics Humane Prailics to Jafttfic its Misforturies; 'For wn 
nr Berſerin, the Cie of Dro .and ro offer at that, is'an 1 
ry a Poet ought py ; and byte oppolice range >, 
frardng the Jens, Sad and ing the Gu-lty;, and | 
== won irs moſt impartant Afton, \, the — 
— 
—_— bes been icxorionity galley of in kis 04 Tyran«. 
ws, dr Ex: At Col 


lo 
R 


Ogcdi per for an "Accident, as much as for the the moſt Crimi- 
nal Offences. For 'rigevident, har his AGad was ever fo far from being 
of Parricide and Inceſt, that he alwa ys expreſſes the” urmoſt horror of them. - 
And his voluntary Baniſhment Ants br prov'd, that'he had done all, that- 
Man could do- to avoid- the chrearen'd Evil. ro and Eo very well, that ſome: 


Aer 
an AR that merited'a Reweyd, than ind Laing, not Ordipir, was 
here the Offchder. - The Grevians ons the Laws of Arbens, ep 


were t00- great lovers of Brevery, þ neoaiaſto an ve Notions, 
Zealouehe thy their Rites ro/ſulfer 4 RN Ng Fly roo: 
poſe them as pl —_—_— ofa mel however ghr 
OCLCL ELEC SI 
Lo - or run [4 w 
Tn ES Eragon 
t we 
rw Nerf Jens: 


— - —_— C_——— 
y perverting Reli mro _ 
left the Deity ty 


fee Den uhm ora, wa tn) we card PR 
his Eamily of Mankind by a feral Neceſhty.. | | ; , 
hve Ch entre then Þ rp inſerifly; 
I have ſai neceflary that orrunae 
be anthe-effoms Frailt Rn Recs On (net aft in | 
fall upon them. And thoſe Freilries that produce whoſe Misfocruncy /t 
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what we may all be ſubje& to, muſt cauſe our piry for the'ſuff ring ObjeR ; 
and rhis | think, wou'd demand ir for Alrbes, it Thad nor'in with 
my Friends opinions, added thoſe' Machines to take off from her Guilr. 

Bur if theſe nice Judges cou'd not pardon her puniſhing the Guilty, by her 
Revenge, how wou'd they haye born her deſtroying the Innocent, -and thoſe 
her own Children ? For whom, Natare imprints in every Woman an uncom- 
mon wackeees, my yo 4 rpnt nn the Dearth of her ho og od in- 
on Butchers 3 Which made Senecs give a very impious 

on Foyer Play on this SubjyeRt ; when makes Jaſon { when ſhe's 
aloft in her Chariot ) flying away, lay, 

| Per alta tyade ſpatia, ſublimi ethere 
Teftare nullos eſe qua veheris deos. 

This, I hope, is ſufficient ro juſtive my altering the Charafter of Medes, 
I ſhall now proceed to that of FASON, which, however juſtifrable in the 
Original, 1 had ſome reaſon to fear wou'd not be forgiven in my Copy. In 
the firſt Scene of my Fourth AR, on their meeting after his forſaking her 
Faſen, wou'd ſeem rqo harſh, rough, and Ungeneleman-like, to a Lady on 
qQur Stage; for to this purpoſe is his firſt Speech to her ; 

I was always of opiniov, that ungovern d Anger was an impotent, and de- 
ſperate Evil. Tour own vain word: (that bart not me) have driven you to Exile ; 
whereas, cou'd you have quietly born the Cortmand: of Power, you might here-calmly 
have enjoy d yowr Houſe, and Home. Continue to call we as you do, the moſt pro- 
fligate of Mew, I matter it not ; but if you're Baniſh'd for what you vent againſt the 
Royal Houſe, you may take your Exile as a favour. I endeavour'd to appeaſe them, 
to remit your Baniſhment, but by your proceeding ftill fooliſhly to rail againſt them, 
you do not ſuffer for me, but your own exorbitant Towgwe. But words do not make me 
_m— Friends, and therefore, Woman, I am come to know how I can be ſervice- 

le to you, that you may not go with your Childres deftitue of Neceſſaries. For 
Exile brings incowvenenties enough of its own along withit 3 nor can I wiſh you evil, 
we > > 1 6 IPO this Speech of Furipider into a berr 

mu thar 1 not put thi Euripides mito a better, 
and more Poctical dreſs, but that want of kiſure will none. nb beſide, I 
not thisas a Specimen of bis Poetry, but a Proof of the Charater of 
Ten, which in' my Opition, wou'd haye feem'd on our t00 Magi- 
Proud, and Inhumane an Addreſs'to a Woman he had unjuſtly for- 
faken, ro whom he ſhou'd (in our Climare atleaſt) have render'd his kaving 
her more ſoft and cafie, but he afterher paſſionate Reply, makes a more cruel 
nm which on 15 to this effett. Pa 54 

Woman, 1 T ought to be wo proficient in Eloquence, he aw artful 
Pilot ſheer by that empty Loquacity of your. Since therefore you ſo extoll your Bene- 
fit, 1 muſt tell you, that Venus alone preſeru'd my Life, as ſhe alone was. the Con- 
woy of my Voyage ; mor do I think that I'm oblig 4 to any other, either of Gods or 
Men. Tour Gal, and the Fanfare? of your Wit, furniſh you with Word: ; but 
"tis all but a meer arrogant b of Speech, when you npbraid me with what Love 
compell'd you to ds, that is, to deliver me from s TI't not attribute it to 4 
worſe Cauſe, but as you did aſſiſt me, I acknowledge it, and freely own the Favour. 
But T ſhall make it evident to you, that you've receiv'd greater Advantages from 

. - my Safety than my ſelf. Firſt, infeed of your own native barbdarous C , you 
@ 221 Lecce, where Law and Equity floriſh, and where Right gives not place to 
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Favour, or to Force. Tour Parts and Learning are made kyown to the polite Greci- 
ans themſebves, among them Fame ood Repuraion is ſpread : eas if you 
had ftill been confin'd to thoſe obſeure remote parts of the Earth, you had liv'd and 
dy d unkwyon, &C. | 

In the ſame Speech he tells her, that Nature bad done better to have found 
out ſome other way of propagating Mankind, than by Woman, &c. That the Im- 
potence of Women was arriv'd to that Degree, that an Injury to their Bed diſſoly'd 
the ftritteft Friendſbip, and made them mortal Foes to them they Lov'd before. 

In need quote no more, to ſhew the Reader the Motive of my preſumi 
to alrer this Charafter roo. For tho' Ewripides, full of noble Thoughts of his 
Country, or to flatter his Country-men,-makes it a Favour beyond any Reta- 
liation, ro be made an Inhabitant of Greece : Yet I fear'd that wou'd not be 
allow'd a omen - hn _ _ dealing here ; eoptney ws 
is young ( the Age as well as Ambitions, I have given him 
more generous ſenſe of his Obligations. For tho' his Heart, L. his Leh, 
were not in his Power, yet it was always in his Power to endeavour to ren- 
der his my; Are a Woman that lov'd him, and to whom he had ſuch 
uncommon Obligations, as caſic as he poſſibly cou'd, and nor ro make this - 
his Endeavours, ſeem'd roo Barbarous to me, when there was no neceſlity of - 
ſo cruel a Charafter. It muſt always be ſome Pain to 2 Temper not 
to be able to Love, where a Man is belov'd, and i to uſe a Woman . 
yard deere mgm Lec ah _ 

ing, as I thought, under an Obligation to take erations in theſe 
wo chEif Charntits 1 cond I had not Aſſurance enough to keep the Names, . 
my. great Mafter had made uſe of,fince that might be pardon'd in an Imitation, . 
which wou'd not be forgiven in a Tranſlation. I mizht indeed, had I ought 
ar! rr nm other Names than what I have ; bur that 
xeRion is (0 ioully trifting, that 1 think it-not worth an Anſwer. 

The next ion_my Hypercritics make, is, inſt-Phaeton's being is + 
Love with Two at the ſame time: But this, I am enqugy 30 By Pro 
ceeds from want of RefleRing( a Crime our Critics are often guik as I 
ſhall, 1 hope, make evident in the ſequel of this Preface: . Bur let a Play ſucceed, 
or os, Tool _— as, or wb agrobno ng emp they _ 
very ; for they have a peculiar Avyerfion to the being di iſh" 
by their diſcovery of the Beauties and Excellencies of a Poem ; ne 
ther to be known by their: lifting, turning and winding the beſt Performan- 
ces, to {queeze out at leaſt the Shaddow of a Fault, if they my | 
groly miſtaking the true Buſineſs of a Criric, and forgerting the Juſt of 

beſt of Critics ( becauſe a Poet ) Horace, who fays of himſelf. 
Virum »bi plurs nitent in Carmine, now ego paucis 
Offendor Maculis, quas aut incuria F math 
Ant bumana parum cavit Natura, 

I am far from imagining, that this Play, notwithſtanding its Szeceſs, is with- 
out its Faults; for 'ris impoſſible any Man ſhould produce a Work of this Na- 
rure, where the Principles of the Art are not Demonſtrations, but what will 
be lyable ro cricical Diſputes : For this very Reaſon the generous part of Men 
ſhou'd excuſe what they may diſlike, for the-pains the Poet has -been at ro 
pleaſe them. Bur - 
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But beſides theſe Gentlemen, who ſowr'd with their-Learning; axe roo un- 
generous, to have their lutle Endeayours of force to.i 4he Lo- 
vers of Poetry. 1 have another Sort of Readers to undecceive, who are much 
berrer Natur and who may Condemn me through Ignorance, nat Malice. 
- Their want of. Acquaintance -with -the "Antients, ma as them a prejudice 
to my ancemmen Model. To do my ſelf Juſtice with theſe, 'I am; oblig'd- ro 
oh, thn. very ſuccint Account of the Difference berWixt the Anrients and 
che Mederns, from which they will be the bener able co paſs a; juſt Sentence 


.on my Performance. 
Firſt, the Antients rodiſmils their Audience with that Plesſars and/Profit they 
co them - by their Plays, ſcarce ever extended theirs 65 tO above 
the Lengths of ours: For, by obliging che Mind to a Arrention, 
pg t they ſhou'd make it grow and tyr'd, W uſt, of ne- 
render -it tefs ſuſceptible of rhoſe Ends they propos'd-: the Drwer- 
fon indeed was ſomerhing lengrhen'd. by the finging of their Chores, which 
anſwers the Muſick 1 have brought in in Mine. | | 

The Moderas on the contrary generally Spin out theirs to an unreafonable 

Extent, by adding Under-plots, and ſeveral Perſons, no way necellary to: their 
which was admirably avoided by the Ancients, by introducing no 
more. CharaSers than were indifpenſably neceſlary to ONE compleat Defign. 
And in this I have'tndeavour'd, here to imitate them, 

Next the Amtiemts differ'd from the Moderns, in the Choice of their Subje#, 
We are for making the Scene of our Plays, the Field of Battle, a Siege, Camp, 
&c. Where, what ever we do elſe, we are ſure to keep the Audience awake 
with our Drums and Trumpets, and make them Laugh, with our Battles and 
Rencounters on the Stage, when they ought to be-more concern'd:: The Aw 
cients rever, as L can remember, choſe ſuch noiſy Opparrunkties of pervert- 
ing the- End they propos'd in their Tragedies, wa. the moving Terrer and 
Compaſſion, which can. never ' be trouch'd, where {ych rumulcuary Objets 
come -1n View. | Pa. | 

L urge- not this, nor any other ment here, to Reflect on thoſe 

en of our Nation, who have follow'd this way ; who finding it de 
ſiver'd down to them from an Ignorant Age of the Theatre, thought, with- 
out; doubr, that: no other way wou'd becauſc this had been ſo long 
receiv*d. -. Bur I'm confident thoſe who have ſo much excell'd others in this, 
wou'd have excell'd chemſctves in the more Natural Way of the Ancients, 
Thirdly, the Ancients differ'd from our Poers in ther Incidews. We ſeck af. 
ter various, and ſurprizing Turns in the Fortung of the Perſons introduc'd, 
which ſeldom or never happen in Compnon Life, { the juſt Obyett of a Poer 
orb very often loſe all PROBABILITY, in what we falfly-clteem 4 D- 
MIRABLE. 

Thus, ſtriving to draw, not the Paſſions, and Nature! Inclinations of Man, by 
which wo might inform the Reader and Hearer in him(clf, but the Frrrune, 
which is (mcthing farraign and extrinſic, and the Fauls of which lye {L. 
op 4an'wur. power 10 amend. Whereas the Ancients only ( or chiefly at leaft ) 

ad regard to the . of "op ves himſelf ; and che Turns they 
made ulc of ig their Tragedis ( at leaſt the moſt Beautiful of them ) were of 


the 


k 
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the Poſſens,-ind not Of the Fortune only,” the Turns" 6f which were ever ſo 
plac'd,-as to, give 2 better Light ro-the Paſſions they drew. In this roo 1 have 
_ CO = RR na In p- $cng ACT I have aim'd a 
ry f ings, of_an expiring Love, and one 
thar is juſt riling. On one' de Ambition and Nowelry w_ the other Obljge- 
tions and Uſe; conending with all rheir Force for the Maſtery : The ſare, and 
ExperjenC'd Love of the preſent ObjeR, enforc'd with an uncommon Burſt of 
Tendernefs, prevziling, for thar Inſtant, over the abſent, and uncertain Beauty, | 

This may, #1 ſome meaſure, Anfwer the ObjeRtion I-hinted at before, of 
Phaeton's being-in Love with rwo- at the fame tame ;* for'a ſenſible ,and juſt 
Reader, or Hearer, would cafily find that F had Nature, and certain Experience, 
not any Degmaticet Notions 41) my Eye; when I form'd thar Scene. For a Ge- 
nerous, and an Amorons Man, wherr -from his frf Love, 10 a new Af- 
fair,does not immediately looſe all his former Tyes ; bur doubrs a great while, 
which he4oves beſt; his old Miſtreſs, or his New ; and may Yery well miſ- 
rake the Effects of Uſe and Gratitude, for rhe Semiments. of Love, ally 
when theſe are encreas'd and magnify'd; ( as in my Firſt 4 CT”) by all che Ten- 
derneſs of a conſtant Paſſion. Fuſtice; Gratitude,and a thouſand other Motives; 
range themſelves on rhe fide of the Preſent Beauty, and 
and may-well hold rhe Mind in fuſpenſe a while, which'P 
vailing. And as our Beſt Refolurions, are-ofterr broke Dy a prefer 
tion, 10 Tammwery ſure, that any young Man, in Phaerow's Ci 
have the ſame Sentiments. And as his preſent Love for Althea, might be the 
Effet of orher Cauſes, fo might that Poſſior he thought he had for Lybia, owe 
its rye to Ambition ; as, on a further Thought, he himſelf ſeems. 
ro 1magine, 


'Liarve and Ambition bear ſuch equal ſway, 
HAnd' have -ſuch blended Pew'r o'er my Soul, 
Thet "tis with Difficulty they 're difingaſe 4 ; 
This 1-am cerrgin every Man, that has his ſhare of Love and Ambition, muſt 
experience in himſelf on the like occaſion. 

Bur I muſt nor forger Ovid, the Great - Maſter of L OF E— Who juſtifics 
this particular in a much higher degree; in his Verſcs to Grecinus ; in he 
is pofitive that he Loves rwo-at once: mr gee fy here, that the Sen- 
timents of other paſſions might in 'a Mind d, be miſtaken by Phacron 
for thoſe of Lave ; but ro proceed. 

In the ſecond AR, the Motions, and Turns of berwixt the rwo 
Friends, andthe reſolving it into> a ſcaſonable KR on my 
Imitation of the manner'ot rhe Ancients ; and 1 that Phaeron's Youth, and 
ern will make his Change in the of the AR, fatficiently 
Natural. 

In the third AR Pd ary ys ate $3 —_ —_—_ _ 
Divine - Exripites, in t ef, , rape, dj ation, 
Althea ; as | have -in ee af Palos © ws fourth AR,, and ing 
WOre at'a bo — | * n WIG 

All juſt Cri e agreed in -prefering Ewripides ro Sopbocles” himſelf, in his 
kyely draught of the Paſſions. And therefore 1 cannot forgive Mn ill 
e, 


: 


Taſte, in prefering Seneca's abominable Medeas (1 mean in compariſon of that 
of Euripides) to; his. Senece has nothing bur a ſtiff, unnatural AﬀeQation of Serv- 
rentiouſneſs. Mele EIS, 0090) 388, ang nes Seneca no- 
thing, Enripides has an admirable Pr ion of every thing, this brings 
me to the laſt difference I ſhall now take notice of berwiza the Ancients and »s. 

We are fond of FINE THINGS, (as the Ladies call 'em) which common- 
Place-Books will ſupply ro any moderately induſtrious dull Fellow, on all 
.occaſfions. Nay, Senecs has ſtore enough of them to ſer up half a ſcore Mo- 
dern Authors, as admir'd as theſe Sentences are, tho generally unnatural ; for 
no Man or Woman agitated by violent Paſſions, can naturally ſpeak, whar 
"they call Fine things, pt Perſons without any concern in the buſineſs 
of the Play, wou'd be equally Faulty. 

I had ſome thoughts when 1 begun this Preface to hy antbing of the 
'Stile of the Play, and to have examin'd into what is the true ſublime, and 
what is generally miſtaken for it, many, both of the Ancients and Moderns, 
"having affected a rumid, Stile for the ſublime ; but this I have induftriouſly 
avoided. One is only ſe other,as Loyginu: obſcrves is in the ſenſe as well 
.25 words. Wherefore that Poet that's fond of Gigantic words without a Soul 
proportion'd totheir vaſt Bulk, falls under the Cenſure of Horgee. 

Profeſſus grandis twrget — 
and:  — duwvitet bunum, nube: & inania captet. 
Statins and #irgil are two Authors that may give us a jult Idea of the trac and 

Ile Sublime. Srorins is fond of the end tad heoſes words thar fill the 

indeed, but when the which that makes, is over, you ſcek 
In vain for the ſublimity of Thought, but find nothing bur a ſovorws empryneſs, 
numberleſs Catachreſes, and monſtrous Hyperboles. On the 'contrary, Virgil 
KS great, and 1 in 2 it 1s not moifie, and always ani- 
mated with a N and ſublime ſence ; he is calie (like true Majeſty) as well 
as great ; he fires your mind, but does not confound it ; he may be read for 
ever, ſome parts of Sratizs {Carce once. 

But this Diſcourſe is of roo an extent for meto purſue here, and my 
Preface is already fwell'd to ſuch a bulk, that I have ſcarce room to add a word 
of my Numbers, therefore, 1 ſhall only fay, that 1 have often induſtriouſly 
affected a roughneſs in them, to avoid that ſatiety 1 find - — Ae 


Modern Plays, which —_ pe of 
What other Objethons my Cavillers have made, 1 can cafily looſe the 
Senſe of, in the farisfaQtion of the ſucceſs of my Play, nor only with the in- 
different butche beſt Judges of Poctry that I know in the Nation, 


" as well as the moſt generouſly Candid, who,, for the boldneſs of my imitation 
of the Ancients, forgave the faults I have commired in the performance. I'm 
ſenſible, ber _ own itto the > hap that Man. Xeighe's admirable Attion 
Was no advantageto me ; who in playing Althes, has evidently ſhew'd 
her ſelf one of the Co Arete of hehe And we may fay of herin 
playing, 25 Laſſels ſays of Taſſs in Potery, That be bas bindred Virgil from being 
the only Poe {o has ſhe prov'drhat the Engliſh Srage has more than one Attreis. 
Nor indeed, do1 complain of rhe Repreſentation ; Moſt of rhe Players doing 
meJuſtice. . But rhe Advſic was 10 admirable, that the beſt Judges tell me ( for 

F:- I 
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1 dare not give ir as my own bate Sentiment) that there is the true Purce/l;an 
Air t the whole ; thar tho? ir be ſo very different in the ſeveral Acts, * 
it is every where Excellent ; and that Mr. Daniel Purce//s Compotition in this 
Play is a (certain Proof, that as as he lives Mr. Henry Purcel will never 
dic ; or our Engliſh harmony give to any of our Neighbours. 

As I begun my Preface my Acknowledgement to the Divine Euripides, 
fo 1 fall cloſe it with owning my extraordinary Obligation to my Friene. 
The”Charatter of Mr. Cheek is tao well known to the Witty, and Converſible 
Part of the Town to need any Encomium from me; 1am of being 
reckon'd among his Friends, and equally pleaſed with, and Vain of his par- 
c_ Approbation of this Play, and rhe extraordinary Zeal he had ſhew'd 

ws diceels LY 


the Stage, and got a R ion before it was ated ; and by that 1 am fariſ- 
fied it mer with a more favourable hearing on irs ficf appearance. From his 


mon, and Merits a grearer Return rhan my Abiliries are capable of Making, 
For a Man of Senſe ﬆ, and ought always tobe very Caurious of hazarding a 
Good, tharis got with ſo much difficulty from fo envious, and ſo ungenerous 
# as generally have rhe diſpofal of a mans Fame in that paxti 

if 1 had nor entirely confided in his 
proc! ; apart grioanteg woke bn 
It wou'd be needleſs to t 


ryt'd 
writing cheſt of the Play, I had hutry'd the Madneſs of Altheo, with't 
Which ar- firſt 
7, he condemned and oblig'd me ro write it over again, and ater ir tilt ir 
pleaſed him in rhe form you now find it. 


Since the Concluſion of the firegeing Preflice, I hawe met with a Book, calf d 2 ſhort 


' View of the Immorality, and _ of the Engliſh Stage, &c. by 
Jeremy Collier, 4. 2. | 


XN, TO Man wor'd be more glad to fee aft Indecencies driven from the Zng- 
_ liſh Stage, than my ſelf; bur rhat defire ought nor ro influence me or 
y other >> 1m. bays, 2 up ten Thouſand Devils of our own, and then lay 
'cm ar rhe Expence of the Theatre. - And yet this is the Condnd of this 
Younger F/*r/o-Mafix, 1 have no Room in-this Place ro ſhew all the Abufes, 
and A ies this Author is guilry of, bur 1 reſerve moſt of them for a work 
- I have long defign'd, and which I refolve'to conclude ſome time rhis fammer 
in Vindicarion of the , &c. Now Thall only give you a raſt of this fu- 
gions Gentleman, by which you may Judge of the Afar and his Honeſty 28 

well as Underſtanding. 
The principal Heads of this Book are included in rhe Immodeſty, Profane- 
neſs, and Immorality of the Stage, and che Clergy's being there abus' 4. A word 
C £0 
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ro each. The firſt Point I can fay little to, fince he is not pleaſed to be any 
» farther particular, than to make References to ſeveral Plays, which I have nor 
by me ar this Time; but 1 ſuppoſe they are Goblins of his own forming, as 
many of thoſe are, which he has produc'd under the other heads. . Under 
Profaneſs he Places the Swearing on the Stage; but to = this he Quores 
no Oaths, but an Interje&tion, that has very little Aftnity to an Oath, un- 
leſs it be becauſe ir has rwo letters of one of the Words, which do in 
reality compoſe One. 
. I grant this Gentleman is no Friend to Oaths, yet his Zeal ſhould not tranſ- 
port him out of his Princely Wits, or make him run into ſuch a Whimſfie 
in Etymology as a Certain fellow did in + wy ro derive himſelf from King 
Pepin. Dipper, diaper ; Napkin, Nepkin ;.Pipkin, King Pepin, as fooliſhly Extra- 
Vagant as this ſeems, Mr. Collier is more ſo through great part of his Charge 
againſt our Srage, Which to impartial Judges muſt ſeem very Innocent, when, 
its profeſſed Enemy is driven to the wretched Neceſſity of fixing forged 
Crimes upon ir. If he” replies, that the harmeleſs Interjetion Gad is at 
leaſt a vain Word, and therefore to be abandoned, I anſwer, that if the Poets 
muſt ſaffer for a few Vain Words, Mr. Collier has a much larger Account to 
make up, for a great part of his book will fall under that mnation. 
Another Branch of his Profaneneſs, is Abuſe of Scripture. Nay he is full of 
Indjgnation to hear Feremy, in Love for Love, Call the Natural Inclinations to 
Eating and Drinking, Whorelon Appetites. This is Hrange Language, purſues 
he, the Manicheems, who made the Creation the work of the Devil, cou'd 
ſcarcely hawe been thus Courſe. Riſum teneatis? They are our Authors own 
words I aſſure you, If this be nor —_— all the Theological Controverſies 
into Redicule with a Vengeance I'm much miſtaken. 

What this Gentleman underſtands by. Whoreſon 1 know not, but if our Ne- 
tural Inclinations ate «not to be ſpoke againſt at all, I'm ſure few Preachers 
are Innoceur, the fathers of the Church very guilty, and Mr: Collier ar laſt 
as Criminal in this particular as Mr. Congreve, for he himſelf calls our Na- 
rural Inclinations ro Generation brutal, and which are fully as Natural as 
that ro Eating and Drinking ; to ſay nothing of Divine Injunttion in Ge- 
eſis, Now I can't help 009713. that brutal, 15 to the full as infamous, and 
impious an Epithete for our Inclinations, as Whoreſon. Again he will have 
Mr. Congreve guilty of no lefs than Blaſphemy, for making Valentine in Love 
for Love ſay that he is Truth, becauſe there is an Expreſſion ſomething like is 
in the boly Scriptures. At this way of arguing he may deny us the Ule of the 
Whole Alphaber, becauſe the Words of the Bible are compoſed our of it ; or 
evidently cur out three s of all rbe Languages, the Bible is tranſlated into. 

Here he is angry at Mr. Congreve for hitting by chance on two words 
which ſtood rogether in the New Teffament? anon he is more Angry with 
Mr. YVanbrook, for altcring the words of the Text in the Provek'd Wife. 1 find 
2 man muſt be an admirable Pilot ro Steer betwixt this Scyila and Charphdis. 
Af he had been that Good Chriſtian, or that Honeſt Man he wou'd be thought, 
he ſhou'd have ſhewn more and Charity, than to put the worſt, and 
moſt Scandalous Conſtrution on any Gentleman of Honour and Probity's 
Meaning ; for I dare, in Mr. Congreve: Name, aſſert that the impious _ 
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to be taken, both by a Chriſtian, and an 
1 here to bring the moſt evident demonſtrations . Colli 
dealing, bur 1 do not doubr in my Anſwer to his Book to prove, that he is 
Kuilry of greater Immorality, Profaneneſr and Blaſphemy, than, from his - 
tions, all or atleaſt rhe qo - way Authors, he has arraign'd, can be 

oraliry, he of If nfo oas _—— I nc 
Imm , he is guilty of ir. If rom ations, put G 
as well as guilty Conſtruttions on ndoomend— & xo diſhoneſt, and Immoral, 
he is notorioully fo. If (as ſhall be made evident) great-part of the Blaſphe- 
my he has Charg'd. on the Sage, be bur the-Child of his own Malicious In- 
vention, it muſt unavoidably follow that a great ſhare of the Blaſphemy in his 
Book is his own, and not the Poets. 

I have neither Room nor Leiſure now to examine his Charge on the Srage 
for abuſing the Clergy of the Church of England, {o eminent for - pi and 
Learning : if there be any ſuch praftice, I think it ought to be Yet 
he of all Men living, is the moſt unfitting Man to appear their Champion, who 
has made it his © ours to make much the greater part of that Yenerable 
Body paſs for a company of perjured, and Mercenary Times-ſervers. But of thi; 
more hereafter. 

To infinuate himſelf with the Ladies, he has taken, in my Opinion, a very 
awkerd Method, for with all the Perſons of the higheſt Quality, Virtue, and 
Learning of the Other Sex, he has fix'd an Infamy ( I mean to hislicle Pow- * 
er) on all the Ladies of Honour, Piety, -and Senſe, who remarkably encou- 
rag'd thoſe very Plays he would render {9, monſtrous. He muſt argue them 

of want of Honeſty or Underſtanding, for tho' they are not by Bluſhes, 
or any pebek] —_—— in _— - — ar ro wy _ —_— er hings, 
et by their abſence they ought to diſcourage Y, k 
ar 4o Modeſt Author dare not tranſcribe. But from the 
of theſe Plays, 'tis evident that Mr. Cc{h;er has a Notion of Words, and Things 
peculiar ro himſelf, and ſhou'd therefore, ro make himſelf underſtood, have . 
iven us the definitions of his Terms in [the front of his book. , Which 1 
re he-may do before I publiſh mine in Vindication of the Stage againſt 
Mr. Pryn, and Mr. Collier ; in which I queſtion not, but I ſhall make evident | 
that the Wit of Man can invent no way fo efficacious, as Drammatick Poetry, 
to advance Virtue and Wiſdom, and the Supream duty of an Engliſh man, 
( next the Love of God which is always Supream ) the Love of our Coun- 
Ty, a Lellon I ſhall particularly Recommend the Stage for to Mr. Collier. 
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PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Powel, Mrs. Croſs, &c. 


I'D we but hope Athenlan Fudges here, 
We fhon'd have then but little Canſe to fear. 
Euripides ro Night adorns owr Stage, 

For Tragic Paſſions fam'd in every Age. 
In every Ape ador'd by men of Sence, 
Comes f on you, to prove bis e. 
" Fiat im bis now Two Thouſand Nears, 
No puny Critick's weth Att be fears, c 
O! that by could be try d here by bis Peers. 
Him the Wife Socrates alone wor d ſee, 
(Socrates the Wiſef by the Gods Deere.) 
Mis Faults owr Author hopes that you will pleaſe 
To pardon for the Beauties of Euripides. 
wy this (as who knows but you may, 
Confid ring What e things jy encourage ery da £ 
"5 ya, 5 1 day) 


This owr New Poet b ”e x ep 

Since pow with Trafh more willingly are fed, 

He'l toil no more to give you wholſome Bread. 
| But quit the Antients, and avoid th* Expence 

T ature, Probability, and Senſe : 

4 furniſh out with Speed anorber Play, 
Of Empty Bombaſt in your Modern Way. 
Fore'd Paſſions, undiſt inguiſh'd Manners Uſe, : 


Surprizing Impoſſibilities be 1 Chuſe, 
With all th' unnatural Charms of your own darling Muſe. 
Mrs. Croſs and fix of the Youngeſt Actreiles come 
forward. 
Mrs. Croſs. Lord, Mr. Powel! What d'you talk of thoſe 
Hard Words, to Courtiers, Soldiers, Cits, and Beaux ? 


Pray 


Fray let us ſpeak-—We ſhall be underſtcod, . 

We ſpeak the Language of All Fleſh «nd Blood. £ 
Mr. Powel. 03 Mys .Crofs pray do as yeu think gogd. Y Exit 
Mrs. Croſs. On ow Advice our Poet thinks not fit 

To truſt bis Fortune wholly to your Wit, £ 

Fer that : the Rock, on which be fears to Split. 

As much @ ſurer way his Hepes ' Advance, 

He wiſely borr-ws Ornaments frem France. 

Here's what you Uſe to to take ſo much Delight in, 

Muſick, and Dance, and every thing but Fighting. 

Lind the" be knew that always bere wou'd pleaſe, 

He left it out to C ne the Peace. 

But yet for fear this (wry not make you eaſe, 

' He ſent all «1 here, in bepes to pleaſe ye. 

For when @ wanting Friend has often fail d, 

With the rich C bart owr Sex has [con prevail d, 

Molded th” ingenerows Cully to their Mind, 

And made bim prove Prodi hind, 

If then this Charming Tribeſbou'd fail towinye, 

I'nceds muſt ſay ſome Flrange dull Devils in ye. 

Canvot our Eyes, —— owr Form iſe ye? 

And have we Nothing ?-— Nothing that can pleaſe ge? 

Has Malice ſuch C dPow'r ove ye, 

That you will damn, tho' Touth, and Charm! implore ye? 

— ih if your darling Ewoy danm this Play 

- haſt before we've bad & full third day) 

Effort: I bear I wil X | 

Thefi . AndI. 1d. yer And 1, gh. And T. gth.And!. 
Miſs Chock. Nor one of us—1'm ſure I'] we're comply. 

Mrs. Croks. Tow hear wher Doom is paſh,therefore beware, 

And for owr Sakes the unknown Poets Spare, 

All you that bave Loves Fear befere your Sight, 

For Women may be honeſt out of Spight- 


Drama--- 


"Dr amat is Perſonz. 


Mr. Mall: : 
Mr. Powel : 


Mr. Williams : 


Mrs. Powel : 
Mrs. Knight : 
Mrs. Temple : 


Mrs. Kent : 


MEN. 


Merops, Kang of Eg ypt, and the hudtes, Fa- 
ther to Lyhia, and Husband to Cl 

Phaeton, Son of the SUN, by Clmene, in Love 
with Lyſa, and Macry d to Althea, 

Epaphuc, the Son of Jupiter, by IO, now the 
Goddeſs Is, Friend to Phaeton. 


WOMEN. 


Clymene, ſecond Wife to Merops, and Mother 
to Phaeton. 

Althea, Neice to Argus, and Daughter to the 
King of Samos, ife to Phaeton, 


21,96 E Maids to dba, 
2 
Lybia, Daughterto Merops by aformer Wife, 
and Heireſs to Eg ypt, and the, Indees, in 


Love with Phaeton a nwuate Perſon. 


Prieſts, Shepherds, Meſlengers, ec. 
SCENE a Grove, and adjoining wages in* the Court 


Eeypt. 


F 


PIE OE 


ACT E- SCENE I. 


The Curtain riſes and diſcovers « pleaſ.uut Grove, &&c, the Proſpet end- 
ing in 4 Kiver running thro a Valley. Phaeton, Althea, and her 
Maid: in the front of the Stage, and on each ſide Shepherds and Shey- 
herdeſſes in Green, 

Phaeton and Althea come forware before the reſt, 


Alth.” Was on this day, that firſt I law my Phaeton, 
'T was on this day, that hrit Llov'd my Phaeton: 
For when I art beheld you, 1 firſt lov'd you. 
Phaet, Tlov d Althea too, when I Gaw her ; 
Lovd did I ſay? no, I adord her rather : 
For as the Gods to Man, ſo the to me 
Reveal'd herſelf in generous Benefits 
OfLife, of Liberty ! 
Alth. O! my dear Lord ! 
Permit me here in ſafety to review 
The wondrousRiſe of.my unchanging Love : 
OrT loſe halfthe Triumphs of this day. 
Phaet. Oh ! loſe no joy that Phaeton can give. 
Alth. It was the ſolemn Feſtival of Jamo, 
The great ProteRreſs of our Samian State, 
When at the ſacred Rites this wondrous Sight 
Surprizd us all, but moſt affeted me. 
The Prieſt o'th' ſudden ſtarted from the Viatim, 
And threw aloft his trembling hands to Heav'n : 
His hair ereQed, ſtood vupripht like briſtles ; 
His glaring eves about confus dly roll'd, 
And his ſtretch'd noſtrils breath'd a cloud of ſmoak - 
When from his widen'd mouth an awful voice, 
A Voice much-more than mortal ſhook the Temple; 
As thunder dreadful, and almoſt as loud, 
And in a ſtorm pronounc'd theſe fatal words ; 
Samos # loſt, and Hierax i no more, 
_ we drive theſe Strangers from our ſhore. 
He ſaid, and fyll of ſacred Fury led 
The willing people to the netghb ring Sea. : 
Phact. "Twas there he found us, jult eſcap'd the Wreck ; 
The ſhatrer'd Reliques of th inclementTempeſt ; 
Our Swords,and Virtue, all the Waves had lett us. 
With joy we ſpy'd the Entigns of the Gods, 
Secure of help, and hoſpicable rights, 
Both from his age and othce. - Bur alas ! 
Our hopes all vaniſh'd ere. they well were form'd; 
For on the verge of the deſcending Strand, 
With hoſtile threatnings he forbad ov7 patlage, 
Th' ignoble Vulgar, with confirming ſhouts, 
All ſeconded their Leader. 
What coud we do? on ery hand _ : 


Tac 
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The Sea on this (ide, and on that the People, 
All (worn to our Ruin ? Refolv'd on Death, 
oy mx, but a gn d their Swords, 
ppealing to t we ruſh'd upon 'em, 
And drove th inhumane herd cate freer. 
Alth. Ay, there I firſt beheld my Godlike Loed, 
Like Mars undaunted, but like Capid Fair ; 
A charming terror fill d his lovely face, 
That did more execution than his Arm 3 
Tho that did Wonders ſcarce to be beliey d. 
As from the Palace we ſurvey'd the Fight 
(For the firſt Tumule drove us from theT emple) 
We all took Int'reſt in your doubrful Fate ; 
And thoſe that fear d you, pray'd you might o recome;. 
Artleaſt that ſwift t migh t ſecure you. 
Phaet. The people now amaz d at what we did, 
Had ſoon agreed, had not Seſoftris Sword 
Cleft down their Mitred Chief. For tho he fell 
Himſelf to  cnpone his Crime, their rage 
Encreas d ſtill with their numbers ; till unable 
To wield our glutted Swords, we all were taken. 
Alth. Then, like the Sun 'd in noiſome Foes, 
T loſt my Phaeton in th' earthy Vulgar. 
A pow rful Pity for thy youth and ry 
(1 chought it Pity. but I found it Love) 
Compell'd my ſteps duwn to thy _—_— Dungeon, 
To ſet thee free from Chains, and haſt 'ning Death. 
But oh ! the Joy ! the Tranſports of mySoul, 
When you. refus'd your liberty and life, 
If choſe muſt rob pau of your Benefadreſs : 
Refus'd a flight, that bore you from Althes ! 
O ! the ſoft melody that thro my ears 
Diſſoly'd my heart af your dear vows and oaths 
or ay _ oper _—_ pun a 
ae, O ! my talle t / thou too foon fo em !* Aſide. 
Alth. By the bright God, the Author of thy Being 4 
a _—_ _ theFondnels I betray'd. 
ie ſtruggling Ecſtacy too mighty grew 
For my 7, to hold Ty A down all 
The artful coyneſs of our modeſt Sex : 
The Tyes of Blood ; the Fears of Womanhood ; 
Father, Mother, Country, and toillom Dangers, 
L fled with joy from all that men hold dear, | 
Alone o re Seas to Aſa ina Boat, 


My Pilot thou, and my God. | 
Phae. ( Aſide.) Oh ! why.was , and this charming woman 
Such mortal foes, as not to be united 2 
Why muſt I owe ſo much, and be {o poor, 
That'I can pay fo little F O Zybla! 
Thy tyrant Beauties have uſurp'd my heart, 
And raviſh'd me from all my- vows and oaths, FR 
Alth. My Lord, you're thoughtful ; nay you-ſcem diſturb'd, 
As oft you do of late : does 0 aggrieve you ? 
Phae, Nothing, Althea, bu urnful Thought, 
Row much ill- love, alas! has coſt thee, . . 


Abb. 
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Alth, Tho Father, Country, all be lo, 
Tho for my Unkles Mee cruſt, 
For the Fidelity of Fgw— 
Eg 22te protefting. Goddeſs hates ev'n me : 

Yet in her Egypr , I haven loſt, 
While Phaetos is mine, and only mine. 

Phae. Gods! why dye row ach Tondornes away, 
On one fÞ lirtle meriting her Goodneſs! 

a. Come, colts, _ __— all anxious thoughts ; ; 
We'll drown in Muſic, and the ſports prepar'd 
To celebrate this Feaſt, all ad reflections. 
Come fit with me, and pleaſe my wiſhing eyes, 
While theſe delight our cars. 

They ſeat themſelves, and the Muſic comes farmard, 8c. 


Firſt Shepherd. (C Onegome all a] phe Shepherd come come all away, 


_- toy, and 
For 't#s the 


ads bing 


f ran = 5 hy [Favs walrus 
ns 1d hphares ac 


Thied I Shepherd, 7 ſil PEIEES 


Sao Hug bter to our de 
lar qt | nies ent 


Boy and Girl come forward. 
Bo Life is but a little an, 
; he. aſs it all in p 
roo bat dare ca 
nce my 4 meaſure, | 
Girl. #hy ſo haſty ? forward Zo; 
Swre ded =o nY 
Ee I mripe, to crop the 
Is toeat mee ve Im taſted. 
Boy. 3 cnn 6h why HIND” 
0 the j0y7 you long to ? 
Naw male you ſedans, 
0670; "<4 
She. Ofie! © He. or woe PHT She, 1 
He. Tow wk She. No, wo, not 1. He. Good faith Tine. 


She. No, no, not oo yr pu 
rſt Shepherd and ar 
He. Come, Lab Phyllis, we'll /o yr ld}: by Ay mh 
once wore 


My Wiſhes, thy E Tandy emi 


She. No more——-for 1 fear we ne'r 


The end of aur wighes, bor haps fil iwnvain, 


He. As oft as we buyy, we 7, 
She. To "pegs 90 ED 
oo, On OY tone, | 
bat blk RO eaten em The ro ut tins repeat 


and then repeat em in a Chorus, 


4 The Fatal Divorce. 
$cond Shepherd purſuing a Shepſrdeſs that flies him. 
Cruel Daphne do net fly me, 
- Hear me tho y0u ſtil! deny me. 
; Hear _ pito0us pomeyt h, Third Shorterd : , 
See, oh ! ſee ' ;0ur on dye, Ir coming to hinr 
F and pulling hum back by the ſleeve: 
Fond Shepherd pritbee ceaſe ro wooe ber, 
She flies the more, that you purſue her. 
All your whining, and y0xr pining 
Will but make her proud, and vain. 
Do but ſlight her, that will ſpight her, 
And revenge 0n her your pain. 
There's Lydia,there's Chloris, and Phyllis t0 A 08. 


* 


They're fairer than Daphne, yet humble and eaſie, 
Whenw 0 ſig hing, and groans y0u o—_ the brick joy, 
Tow ſin againſt 1outh, and offend the Wh Boy, 
For the pleaſures he offers, you fondly deſtroy... 

. n—_— -- three lines repeated in a Chorus. 
Fourth $ erd. Topaſſrve years reſign pruning, 

Active youth no kn. can ſpare : mT. 

Sake Age leave whining, 


Palls the bleſſing, 
While reſiſtance rut laſting. 
Eafie love deſtroys deſire, . 


Sighs, and wiſhes fan your fire-. 
Tom loſe your Appetite by taſting, 
Which you ſharpen ſtill by faſting : 
Tis reſiſtance makes it laſting. 

The three laſt linesrepzated in a Chorus of Shepherdeſles. 
He, Enough of delays, my paſſion to raiſe, 

And now to Feaſt. let's repair ; 

Ne're fear | ſhall prove aglutton in love, 

Ay ſtomach s fo keen by deſpair. 
Reſiſt 1: eld; l GR, 
CLYFARCE 46 Niet A;Mg Welt temper &, [Hit prove 
The beſt 7 aac the ſurfeiting {i of love, 


They all go off Sinzing. Phaeton and 4/thea come forward: 


Phae. (aſide.) O Ly6iz! ftill thou firſt roo near my heart !* 
For Sports and Mufic to remove thee thence. 
Mufic blows vp the flame 1 ſhou'd extinguiſh. 

Alth. My Lord, why ſtill thus ſad amidſt this Mirth » 
You daſh the ___ that you ſhou'd- advance, 
And' with forbidding frowns, you check my rifingJoy, 
 Whatſecret forrowrthus o're-clouds your face ? 

- On ſuch 'a day-as this too 2 Speak my Lord —. T—_ 
4 W 


Tee” Fatal Divorce: 
Twill eaſe your mind toYer me ſhare its burden. 
Phae, Nothing — But that I'm weary of this ſloath ; 
Theſe weak enervate ſoftnefles ; this reſt 
My aQive ſoul diſdains this womans life. 
I woud in youth heard up for feeble'age, 
An awful Treaſure of immortal Glory. | 
4th. Miſtaken meri invert the uſe of nature; 
Age is moſt fit for Miſchief, Yourh' for Love. 
en years come on and Impotence of pleaſure, 
Provok'd by envy of the joys they want, 
We may allow them to diſturb the world; 
Phaer. You ſpeak, but like a woman, as I live. 
How ſhou d I here exert the God within me ? 
In thrilling” notes? in languiſhments 2 and kiſſes ? 
Alth. How wou'd' my Lord, my Love, exert the God, 
Bur living hike the Gods in peaceful joys ? 
Come, youre unkind to let an empty name, 
Rival a I6ve ſo generous as mine. 
Phae. I ſtruggle ro thee, ſpight of my ambition ; 
Bur yer my ſoul ſtarts back to ambition ; 
For tis ambition is my nat ral bent : 


Looks 
Phae. ( Aſide.) 1 dare not let my guilty R——_ hers, 
She views me with ſuch pointed ſearching , 
As if ſhe'd ipy into my very heart, 
_ 2he0 di __—_ all = _ O-_ p 
. You ſhun my Eyes as 1 were diſguſtfuL 

What have I done ? or how have [offended 
My Lerd !my Life ? . 

Phae, Offended ! thou offended ? 

Altk, 1 (wear 1 love with my firſt Virgin fondneſs : 
I live all in you, and I dye naw vr 
At your approach my heart beats faſt within me, 
A pleaſing, trembling thrills thro all my blood; 
When e're you touch me with your melting hand. 
But. when you kiſs! O 'ris not to be ſpoke ! 

Phae, No, no, you have not——- nay, you can't offend me - 
Youre innocent— 

Alth, In AR, in Word, in Thought; 
I call che Gods to atteſt my innocence. 
If ere I wiſh'd, or hop d, or thought of joy 
Bat what you gave, but what was all in you, 
May you be angry, may you be unkind ; 
Or in one curſe toſum up all rhat s hateful, 
May you ſoon love ſome other ! 


Phae. Gods! Gods ! can I hear this and yet befalſe. - Ade? 


Alth, 
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A a. vo ma? he Legs of my defires be true, 
$ center all in yo 
Plar. Als! Alhes I can't doubt je truth, 
And know thy love- But yet——— 
Alth, But yet tour _ <-LIIER Yell and 
6 WAIRS Wy ARR | 1 compoſedly t ally, 
Unfold that fatal Yet——<—O rell me that 4 boghtfaly 
Phae. ( Aſide.) Gods ! why am I by double love made wretched 2 * 
Too much abundance 'tis that makes me poor. | 
Oh! had I nereſcea One, or ſeen but One, 
I had been happy then : but ſeeing both, 
I burn fur both, and wit an equal hre 
I love them both, and both 1 moſt defire ! 
Alth. Oh why thus thoughtful 2 why that look caſt down? 
Thoſe folded Arms ! Oh why thoſe ſudden ſtarts ? 
Some fatal Sorrow you conceal from me 
That ſhakes your foul thus. Give , O ! give my part. 
O ! do not rob me of my ſhare of woe. 
Not on theſe rerms I gave my plighted faith, 
To taſte your joys, and not partake your grief. 
Indeed, 1cannothear ſuch cruel kindneſs, 
Such partial woe, where I muſt have no ſhare ! (Weep) 
Phae. ( Aſide.) O wav' ring heart! dol deſerve ſuch love 2 
Treacherous, falſe, perfidious, as Iam ? 
Yet the is excellent, divinely excellent! ( Looks earneſtly at hey. 
Young as the Spring, and as the Graces fair ; 
Conſtant as Truth, as melring Pity tender ; 
As Want ingenious, FI kind ! 
Alth. Speak, my dear Lord, theſe looks are kind indeed : 
Come let your Tongue convey my bitter potion, 
Which yet, to ſhare with you, will be moſt ſweet. 
Pha. ( Aſide.) Lybis is faur— yet not (o- fair as her—— 


She muſt be proud too of wat” wy bri 
If ſhe wou'd bring 'em me : for tho Hora — 
Yer ſhe pu wou d never have lov'd me! 

o wel 


Or nor ſo fiercely, as Althea! 

Alth. Quite loſt in Thought, he hears not what I (ay ! 
Pha. Aſide.)*Love: ni Ambition bear ſuch equal ſway, 
An4 have ſuch blended power o 're my foul, 

That 'tis with difficulty they're diſtioguiſh'd.—.. 

It muſt be fo, Ambition pleads for Lybia, 

But for Althea Love. —And Loveprevails, Aled & 


She muſt, ſhe ſhall, ſhe does poſſeſs me all, turning 
Be gon Ambitiun, with thy noiſy charms, roker. 
Thy tinſcl glare——Haſte, take me to thy arms, Ma 

O fold me here moſt ing of thy kind / S—_ 


Kere, form me, mold me, ſhape me to thy mind, 
Glory, Ambition, all you've driven away, 
Tou ts -j nr me A till _ triumphant day ! SOR 
th, O rackin ! O molt tranfporting Ra ! 
O eift beyond — what ſhall I ſay ? hog 
What ſhall I do to ſhew how I an raviſh'd ? 
What can 1 BITE, I've given you all before, 
I've given my felf, and Ican give no more. 
But take that gift, 1H] give it ore and ore, 
Flies into bis Arms and embraces biwm, Phat. 


The Fatel Diverct: - 
- _ O ! gift like wore, Gone, yet always new ! 
u (#) ceafures, joys$ |! 
NS fegTect Und natbgng (978 


Unwafting rowing 

Exhauitlets ſource of ravithing defires! 

I will forego the chace of falſe renown 2 
And my purſuit ſhall be thy Charms alone ; 

Of all cings elſe uoknowing and unknown. $ 


Happy 1n thee I will ſublimely move 

Within the perfe& circle of my love. 

There blooming pleaſures, will be always found. 
And ever ſpringing Raptures fill the glorious Round. 


ACT IL SCENE L 


——_nRn 


mm 


The ſame Scene of the Grove continues. Emter Epaphus and Clymene. 


Clym, Ithin this Grove, or th' adjacent Vall 
wW You ll find your friend, my hapleſs on 
I have us'4 all perſwafions of a Mother 
To make him quit this cunning Samias Songſtreſs 3 
But all in vain. I hope from friendſhip more, 
And what I cou'd not, you, perhaps, may gain- 
Epa. Clmene be ſure I'll do my utmoſt, 
Epapbus is not us d to bedeny d 
When in ſo juſt a cauſe he makes demand. 
Cl. I will be near to come to your Afſiſtance, | 
Friendſhip, and filial duty _ can't fail. 
Epa, You need not ſtay, but leave it all to me. 
I'll free you from this Samian. 
Clam. Be not too reugh. 
Ye will not brook Command, tho to entreaty 
yant. : 
4 Epa. A_ retire, 4 ſome —__ Zh 
eave this ir entirely to my conduet. | 
Chm, I g0 — but not far off, for fear he fail, : Ar ſhe 
There mark the ſtrengths where friendſhip can't prevail, goes onr. 
Then againſt choſe my batt ring Engines move, Fas 
Of Powr, Ambition, and a rags Love. xt) 
Epa. Gods | the proud Boy preſumes too much, yet lure 
He builds upen my former friendſhip for him : 
He durſt not elſe have brought this hated Greek, 
This Neice of hoftile Argaranto , 
Nay ev n into the ſacred Roofs , 


My great but injur's mann. But he comes. 


er Phaeton. 
And at his fight my blood with fury boyls, | 
And combares hercely with _—_— frend{hip. 
Phae, What do I ſee ? My d. my Epaphas; FRIRS 


e - v: Fatd! Droo-ce. 
| Come to my Arms, and let me theo cloſe. - og 
erity embrace bins bat E, pats him away with birHand. 
pa Forbear — for tho 'ts certain you ſee Epaphn-, 
Yet whether he ought to be your friend, y had 
Beſt conſider. if not, I preſs no Fae 
To this true boſom. 
Phae. What can this ſtrangeneſs mean? 
I am not conſcious to my (cif of ought, 
That does deſerve this cold, this unkind meeting, 
Afﬀeer thy long thy moſt regretted Abſence. 
© E pa. Perhaps you h I never ſhou'd return 
Phac. O ! barbarous thought for one ſo well belov'd, 
It was my Mornings Pray'r, any Caily Vow. 
That rhou mighrit loon be here. 
Epa. You thought me tame then, 
Mean, Cowardly, baſe enough to bear it 2 
Pa, Bear it ! bear what? 
Epa. Come, come, you know you've wrong'd me, 
And this aijeted ignorance is unmanly. 
Phaze. Come, come, you know I cannot wrong you. 
<p How ! capnot wrong me? 
ar. The brave can do no wrong. 
I cannot wrong my Fee, nw-h ie's my Friend, 
Fpa What er the bra can do. 1 lay you've wrong d me, 
Treacheroully, fallly wrong © mie. 
Phae. Wrorg ' Falſhood | — 
Falfe ro my Friend! as ſoon 
1woud forego m, Love my Miſtreſs-- nay-- 
Epa. Miſtreſs |. what Mitireſs ? for when I left thee, 
Thou ſtoodſt an ativafCandidate for Glory : 
Fame was ths Myſtreſs then, and War thy Courtſhip ; 
Thy Sword the moving eloquence that won her. 
If thou art alter d, if thou rc faln from her, 
If thou art ſunk to puling Womans Love, 
Thou'*rt talſe—— too chang'd to be a friend of mine, 
Pha:z, That I do love a Woman is moſt truc : 
But ſuch a Woman ; fo unlike her Sex : 
Full of ſuch noble Virtues - — 
Eta. Full of Follies, 
Fall of Yice, molt, worthleſs of her Sex — 
Phae *Fiold friend, no more, I charge thee ſay no more, 
For ſhon d | bear co tear her wrong by thee, 
Thou well migitſt think, I'd wrong an abſent Friend. 
Fpa. Name not that ſacred word ? a Friend is what 
Thou gdolt not underſtand : for Friend to Friend * 
Is holy ſacred, preferr'd to all but Heav n 
While thou deler:et thy friend for a vile Woman, 
A Tcs, a Butterflye : the worſt of Women too 
Phae. No morcenn— it isam ghty progf of Frizndſhip, 
That I can bear all this, tho ev n from thee. 
I do prefer s friend to all but Honor, 
And Horaur binds me to this worthleſs Woman. 
Epa, Honour ! what Honour canſt thou challeage now 
Thar you foorſook when you affronted rae, 
Attcanted mein much wy deareſt part 


My 
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My Mother, 16s, the Goddeſs of thy Country ; ' 
Ag ypt s proteQrels , the belov'd of Jove, 
What honor binds youto a Vagabond, 
When your friends honor, and your Mothers tears, 
The ſafety of your native ſoil, and Gods 
Forbid her preſence, this hateful Niece, this 
Limb of curled Argos 2 
Pha. 1 owe my life 
To her. 
Epa. 1'd ſooner owe it to a Coward, 
He has the face of Man-— but to this Woman !—.. 
Phae, I drew her from her Fatfter, and ker Country. 
- wh That was your Crime, now ſend her back then. 
Pha. *"Twou d-be 
Unjuſt to leave her now. 
Ep. Tis impudence 
To keep her here. Come, come, young ran, you muſt 
Forego this Samian, 
Pha. Muſt ? 
Ep You ſhall. 
Pha. Shall 2 ; y 
Ep. Shall ! yes ſhall ; I come toforce her from thee- 
Pha Force her from me! ha !ha ! I laugh at thee ; 
Thou know'ſt, frond Man, thou canſt not force her from me- 
Epa. Proud obſtinate Boy, I will. 
Pha, Ha !'——- By the 
Bright God, m' illuſtrious Father. 
£p4, Name him not, 
He muſt diſown thee, a Womang Property, 
A fond convenient tool for uſeful ends. 
Do Gods ge: ſuch as thee ? no *tis a Boaſt, 
An empty groundleſs b 
Some Trader got thee, and ſome Strumpet bore thee, 
And ſhuffid thee into the Royal Cradle. 
Pha. If I bear this, may Girls, and Eunuchs hoot me 3 
Cowards buffet me ; Infamy drive me 
From all Reſorts, where manhood s to be ſhown. Draws. 
Draw, draw, thou noifie Talker ; try whoſe Arm 
Will beſt aflert its Heav'nly Author. Epaphus draws too. 
Ep. Come on. . (Clymene rans in betwixt them, 
Cly. O ! hold! O ! ſtay your | —_ Swords, aud Arms! 
Or elſe thro me you cut your guilty paſſage. 
Pha. Ha! my Mother !Was this your cunning, Sir ? 
To place your ”yo_ ere you durit provoke me.? 
Burt I ſhall nnd a Time ſhe ſhan't protect thee ; 
Thou Werdy Hero ; thou Tongue——thou WomanFighter. 
Thy guil:y Morher lurk'd within a Cow 
$9 he the tixc the daitard Spirit in thee 
Of chat tame Brute. 
Ep. Madam, I pray withdraw, 
Or I before you thall chaſtiſe that Boy, 
By your approach made bold. 
Ch. O! Epaphis ! 
Was this well done? was this done like a Friend? 
To heap more Sorrows on me A Quarrel 2 
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Waſt thusthat I ſhou'd leave it to your ConduR?2 

Was this your Word ro Merops, and ro me ? 

Did we entruſt to-you our mon Darling, 

To brave, inſult, and quarrel with him ? 

Under the Friend have you conceal'd the Foe 2 

And made me lead you to deſtroy my Son? 

It is unjuſt, inhoſpitable, baſe, 

Unworthy the bright Goddeſs, whence you ſprung 1 

To her I mult appeal againit her Son. 

Ep. | have been to blame, I ask your Pardon. 
But thoughts of Injurics from hum in Abſence; 
And offer'd to my Morher from him 1lloy'd ; 
My only b-ſom Friend, that ſhou'd have made 
My Cauſe his own ; fo ttung my Heart before, 

So wrought my fiery Temper up to Rage, 

That at his hght, I ſcarce kuew what I did, 

Pha. A poor Evaſion of th Aﬀront you ve giv'n, 
To avoid its Puniſhment, I'll ſurely pay. 

The Time beſure L11Il hnd---1 will---till then— 

I will have navght to (ay to thee. 
Ep. You know I do not fear you but I m calm. 
Cy. O ! my dear Phaeton | I do conjure thee 

(I wou'd command, bur you ve furgoc Obedience) 

By all che Pains, and Fears I've felr for thee, 

To give me up chy Vengeance, and thy Anger. 

Ep. 1 ask the ſame, cho nct for Fear bur Friendſhip. 

ly. O rhiak that both a Friend, and Mother ask you! 

Pha. He ſaid, I wasa Womans Property, 

A Tool And can a Tool have any Friend 2 
Fp. I aid it in my Rage, bur con'd nor think ir, 

The Injuries of ſuch; one, cuud never move me. 

Pha. The wrong I did you, if I've done you wrong, 
I had not thought enough, that it was fo, 

] was fo loſt mr Love, elſe Id noc done it. 

For if there bea Love, above the Love 

Of Woman, ſure it is the Love of Friends, 

And that I had for thee in its PerfeQion. 

If then a Faulr, tho done without Dehign, 

Becauſe a Friends, ſo touch'd the Friend in th:e, 

How mult thy birter and reviling Words, 

Mevs fuch a Friend ; wound fuch a Friend as me ? 

Ep. You were roo Good, and | tco rudely brutal ? 
You gave too muck to Fricndihip. Ito litcte, 

Phe. It thou think ſo, I gave nor then enough ; 

I ſhould have burr more, much nice, if poſiible ! 

Or elfſc have left chee till thou dit beeri more cal m —— 

Bur that I thought your Friend ſhoud not be briv d, 

Perhaps I I: d been more pailive. O ' my Brother ! 

You us d me Harſhly, —- buc you are my Friend— 

And have a Right to chide nav. © ! Epaphrs ! 

Thy name has :ous 4 the Friend, which bears down all, 

And ovycr-runs my Soul ! canit thou forgive me ? 

Epa, Oh ! canſt chow ask it? a+ it rooof me? 

Who have oftended moſt > Shame and Confulon 

Sink tme— Oh! let me kneel, and crawl into thy Arms. 
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. 
I dare not chear my guilty Eyes with thine, | 
Till they with Tears have wathd away my Stam. 
Kneels and moves d ro him on bis Knaeet embracing biz, 
Pha. (Taking him «p.) Oh | rite my Friend,or I thall dye with ſhame- 
Cleave ro my Boſom with an unfeign d Ardor ! 
Thou ſhalt o'recome. this Samian ſhall be gone, 
And bear this guilty Wrertch away from Egypr. 
Yes , Il attone my Mother, Frignsl, and Country, 
The Angry Gods too, with my juit Exile, 
pa. Now Heav n forbid 
No rather let ten thouſand Samian: tay 
Lec rather the whole Race of Argas itay, 
Than Egypt ſhou d loſe thee, the pride of Youth, 
The Soldiers Courage, and the Virgins wiſh ! 
No by the Gods ! I will my ſelf ſep in 
'Twixt thee and Farezappealc my Mothers Rage, 
Or in her T-ormvic facrihce her Sun. 
Pha. But ls Samir | 
Epa. Now, vy my Soul, do with her what thou wilt, 
Give me buc Fri-.idilhup 3 hrm me but thy Friend. 
Pha. (embracing. ) © ' with more Joy than I wou'd graſp at Viory. 
Epa. Ha ! in chat Word your Native Virtue ſpoke. 
I wou'd not, coud 1 bop it, have my Friead, 
Unlike the Son of the All-ſceing Sun, 
Lye thus obſcur d in Shades, in Groves, and Grotto's, 
Averſe to Glory, and inviting Greatneſs ! 
But mount himſelf to th' ropmoſt (poak of Fortune, 
And meet the wo_ Homages of Kings, 
For as thy Father lights the world above, 
$0 ſhou'd his Son rule all the World below. 
Phae. And doſt thou think that Phebur was my Father? 
Epa. Forget the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Anger, 
Or you will break my Heart. I know he 1s, 
Your Deeds, your Virtues, and your Form confeſs him. 
My conſcious Soul is Wirnels that he 1s. 
Phae. By ail his awful Bcains, I ſwear my Friend, 
A vaſt, and unexpericnc d Joy ftrikes through me, 
Fires all my Blood, and bounds thro every Vein, 
Rolls in my Breaſt, and ſo exaits my Soul, 
That ! m unable to contain ch' Ecitafie. 
To hear thee own me Son of che great Sun, 
Extends my Limbs, and make me ſhout aloft 
To a mare Goulike Srature, And now methinks 
I tread 1n Air, and mount yon dazling, Orb, 
Exect my Father, ind confeſs the God. 
O! Mother ! Friend ! O! lead meout ro Glory, 
I Il ſhake this downy lethargy of Love x 
From off my Eyes, that chus forbids my Flight. 
Epa, Ay now you do indeed exert your Facher ! 
You look, you fpeak, you move, y u area God ! 
To fre you wire, 1 bring you joytul News, 
The Crowns of India , — Af ypt waityou ; 
Stretch our yuur rand, an'l fer eiu on your Lead, 
Pha. You ipeak myiterious Y\ ou er+, be more plain. 
 ; C& 2 Cly 
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_ Thus long T've ſtood, by joyful Wonder fixt, 
To {ce the powerful Motions of your Friendſhip 
Working on to this bleſt Union. Now | 
I tell yon, thatyour Friend, and Mother bring you 
Love, untaſted Beauties, and a Crown / 
Lybia, my Son, the Charming Ly6is ! 

Pha. What ? 
hos my Mother ? how knew you that I loy'd her ? 

hea's ſelf ne'r yet found out that ſecret. 

Cl. 1 knew not you lov'd her, but ſhe loves you ; 
And I m orejoy'd to find the Paſſion mutual. 

Pha, Oh ! you attack me with ſuch ſubtle Arts, 

You muſt, you will o'recome. A Crown ! and Ly6is ! 
The Force is too refiſtleſs ! But Althea! 

Ep. Let not that worthleſs Woman croſs thy + 

Pha. O ! do not call her Worthleſs ! She has Worth, 
E ternal Love and an immortal Truth ! 

She ſav'd me from her Fathers barbarous Rage, 
And lov'd me fo, ſhe fled from him with me. 
_ It was a wanton Girls thoughtleſs Trick, 
And twas her =_ what you call her Love, 
To leave her Friends, to fly with a young ſtranger. 

Chm. It was her Crime-— for ſhe betray'd her Father, 
Ere ſhe deliver'd you. 

Ep. Then add'ro that, 

It was her Father ſlew your guiltleſs Friends, 
Againſt all Rights, both humane and divine. 

Pha. Again, ſhe ſav'd me in A/phenor s Court 
By treacherous means, when he had bound me t we 
She ſnatch'd the Dagger from his lifted Hand, 

And ſtruck it to his Heart. 

Ep. She was not free. So very plain the Choice 
'Twixt Age, and Youth; my Friend, and old. A/phener ; 
A petty Tyrant of an Aſia Village, 

And the young blooming Pride, and Hopes of «Azgypr. 

Cly. Whatere ſhe did, ſhe did compelld by Love, 
You owe to Ven, what you pay to her. 

Ep. He has indeed ore paid her for a Trifle. 
Thus long ſhe has enjoy'd the Court of Zgypr; 
And fill d her Boſom with a future God. 

Pha. Burt oh! my Children ! 

: Ep. Send her back with Gold 

Enough to purchaſe a more noble Kingdom 
Than was her Fathers, for her ſelf, and Children. 

Pha. Burt it will break her Heart ! 

Ep. O! think not ſo 
A Wife, and break her Heart to loſe her Husband ! 

Cl). You have no other way tofave 'em all: 

The life of Mereps is bound up in Lybia, 
And hers in thee. 

Pha. Ha ! does ſhe love me {o ? F 

Cl. More, more than I can tell thee. She's impatient; 
Not having {een thee now ſo many hours. 

Pha, O Friend ! O Mother ! haſte, and bring me to her ! 
For I'm impatient too ! Long, I figh, I burn! 


I r 
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I am unpardonable by the leaſt Delay, 
And loſe an Aye of Pleaſure, in one moments ſtay. 
With furious Love Il ruth into her Arms, 
And riſe a God from her immortal Charms. 
Z The End of the Second AF. 


h——_—_— 
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ACT IL 


— 


SCENE the ſame Grove, at the end of it an Arbour, in it Althea, 
: in a viFy melancholy poſture ; her Maids attending withou, Muſic 
is heard, and Juno, and Hymen, with their Trains deſcend. 


Perjur'd Man thus faithleſs be, 
And ſtill ſecurely ſlight our Deity? 
Altult Vows and Duwks by man be ſwore, 
then be never thought on more > 
In vain our Votaries ſeek our Aid, 
If thus they ſtill muſt be betray d. 
Hymen. Theſe crimes wnpuniſh'd muſt not go * 
No longer delay, 
But call juſt Nemeſis away, 
From her diſmal ſhades below” 
To her Almighty Fate allows 
To puniſh broken Vows. 
Chorus. Come come, juſt Nemeſis away, 
Too long your juſtice you delay. | 
Nemeſir and her train of Furies aſcend. 
Nemeſis. Grieve, grieve no more, nor ſigh in vain. 
Revenge alone can eaſe your pain. 
Revenge affords a ſure Relief, 
While Love alas promotes your Grief. 
Chorus. At the hiſs of their Snakes let that paſſion retire, 
That more noble revenge that Boſom may fire, 
In this Chorus they dance and ſhake their Snakes over 
or towards Mthea, then deſcend —— 
9u"0 and Hymen with their Train aſcend, and then 
AMerope and Caſſrope come forward. 


Juno. () Hymen ! muſt we alway: ſee : 


Caſſ. Methinks'Strange ſounds kill all the Ambient Air. 
Mer. Of late too frequent have the Portents been, 
Boding , I fear, ſome fatal Evil tous, 
Which now alas! appears too imminent 
In Phaztow's forſaking our poor Lady. 
=; Ah ! Merope | that this inhumane Man 
Had never landed on our Seamiaz Coaſt. 
That proſperous Winds , and Seas had born him ſafe 
To Delos; Claros, or to any place 
Far from unhappy Samos. —— 
Afr. Q | my Caſſiove | that he h'd been ſunk ! 


For 
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For ever ſunk in the devouring Tempeſt ! 

Or that h' had periſh'd too in the Samian Dungeons * 
Then had our Princeſs never been thus wretched,” 
By a too fatal, and too tender Lov e 

For an ingrateful, and a falſe deceivyer. 

Then had Althea never left her Country, » 

For the proud Piles of theſe «Ag yprian Palaces; 

Nor on precarious Favours here depended ; 

Nor on the fickle Pafſien of a faithleſs Youth. 

Caſſ. Surcharg*d with the too pundrous Weight of Evil, 
Thus fixt ſhe fics, her down-calt ſtreaming Eyes 
Diſlolving in a conſtant Flood of Tears. 

Sometimes, with ſighs, ſhe wrings her tender Hands, 
Then caſting up to Heav'n her watry Eyes, 
In ſoft Laments, and moſt pathetic Murmurs, 
, Condemns her cit for having letr her Country , 
Her Father, Fricnds, and {50utholy Gods, for one, 
For one, who thus inhumanely deſerts hcr. 
Deaf as the Rocks, or Winds, or raging Seas, 
She'll hear no Counſel, and 4dant nv Coumtort. 
Mer. Alas! how will ſhe ver; the apy: .aching Evil. 
Caſſ. Ha! What is't you {iy 2 more {vils yer ? 
er. The Tyrant Aderops, Father © her Rival 
Unſatisfy d with all the brucai Orc, 
Sent by his Meſſengers ——— now cums himdelf, 
To drive her, and her Children ouc ©-f Eg »pt. 
Caſſ. Will Phaeton, tho weary f mis vV;fe, 
Suffer his Children to be ſent to Exiic. 

Mer. This new Alliance, takes up all his Thoughts, 
He has no Memory of his paſt Love, 

Althea's Tendernels, or his broken Vows. 

Caſſ. O ! hard condition of poor Womankind ! 
Made Slaves to Mans 1imperious changeful Will ! 

Mer. O | cruel Cuſtom ! O ! roo partial Laws, 
That give to Man an Arbitrary Pow r, 

To throw us from him, when his Fancy veers, 
And points hint to another ! 

Caſ]. Hold Sec {be riſes and comes forward. 

(Althea riſes and comes forward. 

Alth. Ah ! me !---Alas !/-Undone, undone! torſaken /- -- 
Weep, weep fond Eyes! diſlolve, diffolvein Tears ! 
You let the fatal Miſchiefs in !\=—. Oh ! woe / 

Oh ! Miſery ' Oh ! Ruin! 

Caf]. Have Patience, Madam, my Lord ſtill loves you. 

Alth, No, no, he sfalſe!-—— he'schangd !—— be loves no more! 
For when he lov'd he ſcarce wou'd cr be from me ; 

Or it he lefr me, ſwift was his return, 

And ftill preventing the appointed Minute. 

But now how many tedious Hours are gone / 

And yet.he comes not comes not, tho I ve ſeat 
To beg his Prelence Na” hc does nor {cad 

To eale my Pain or contradi&t my Fears — 

My Fears!— alas | my Ruin is too certain ! 

Tie common talk of every buſy Courier ! 

Au 1 not pointed at, and thunn d by all? 


Already 
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Already twice commanded to be gone 
Erom Egypt, and from him ! pair and Horror !.-— 
Relentleſs Pow rs, hurl, hurl your Thunder down 
On my devored Head ! propitious fates 
Cur off, cur oft my thread © wretched Lifej (Walks. up and down 
. in 4 diſcompos'd and mournfal manner. 
Caſſ. O! wond'rous Pow rof Woe to make us wiſh 
For Death, which is by Nature mvuſt abhorr d / 
Alt. O / mighty Themis / Q / huly Artemis, (knees, 
Ye awful Pow rs that Guardians arc «f Vows, 
Do not my Husbands 1npwus Deeds provoke vou ? 
He breaks thro all your lacred T yes of Catics, 
To the curs'd Joys of a new ridat Bed ( Riſes ) 
Sink, fink, detirv , tumble wwwn i e Tyrancs Palace 
On him, on her, on every gviiry Cauſe | 
Of my unmericed, my difnai Ruin —— (panſes. 
Oh / my Father / oh my poor widow « Mother / 
Oh / my dear loſt © ountry allavandend / 
All forſaken / for the faiſe perjur d Phaeton ! 
Mer. Indulge not thus a pathion, whoſe Violence, 
If you give way, muſt ocar down Life beforer 
Alth, VY V'3ac ule of Lite have I, that I ſhuu'd ſpare it? 
Robb'd of iy peace by this enormous Evil ? 
Thar dear falſe Min, witin whoſe faithleſs Boſom 
Was all my Hoard «t Joy, alas has teft mie / 
Lef: we alone, forlorn, of F:iiends derefr, , 
Beſet ii round with Foes /——1n a ſtrange Land, 
Na..ed of needfui helps, no Refuge near me / 
No Country, Brother, Father, or Mother here; 
To who. trom ch uppertuous Storm of Sorrows, 
Asto a welcom t:arbour I might ſteer. 
I'm lit - I perith/ raſte the Sowrs cf Death, 
Ev 'n wiile I live / Oh let me taſte its Sweets 
In Death itleif, and fo forget my Woe / 
Caſ]. I beg you fur your Childrens ſake be calm. 
Alth. My Cinildren ' ha | my Children did you fay 2 
The joyful procut of our mutual Love? 
They :© part of him, and cf his barbarous Sex 
Panſes and walks thoughtfully up and down, ſtarting now and the 
Avert——avert the chought ye Pow rs Divine» 
Alas they re innocent / and wrong 6d like me, 
Like me forſaken, and undone like me / 
No ler th' Offending only fecl my Anger / 
Mer. Ay, g-ve it Vent, on thoſe diſcharge your pain. 
It is our Sexes Quarrel, Womankint * ; 
However fearful elſe, will here be bold, | 
And with confederate Miſchief back your Vengeance. 
Alth Vengeance / Vengeance ' alas ! 1 love too much-!--— 
My wrongs are great, but oh ! my Love is greater / 
When his dear Image comes before my Mind, 
Falſe as he 1s, my kaze< ebbsout apace 
And Lovrin a tull 14de of Tendernels flows in. 
Atrrop. For L»ybia's Lover ? and for your Betrayer ? 
Alth For Lzjbia,s Lover ? Oh / the very Thought 
Strikes Dagger sthro me, and alarms my $e*! 3 
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_Rouzes my injurs Heart to hateful Miſchief / og 
I cannot, will not bear it———Ha / Her Fathers Ghoſt ariſes, aud 
ſhe ſtart s bach, and gazes as affrighted, 


Ghoſt, Bear it not. 
Alth. O! all ye Gods ! and heavenly Pow'rs prote& me ! 
. O! Fano guard me from this dreadful Viſion ! 
Mer. O! gracious Heavn reſtore her wanqring Senſes ! 
Caf. Thol ſee nothing, yet a trembling Horror 
Shakes me all «?*ze. 
Alth. O ! Gods / ſee yet he ſtays and glares upon me / 
Ghoſt. Let not the Image of tiry Father fright thee / 
I come not now to puniſh, but ail:iſt thee / 
At leaſt as far as cruel Fate allows. 
Fear not ,but hear me / 
Alth. O ! thou paternal Shades /-O / Hierax / Father / 
Father (for yet that kind indulgent Form 
Speaks Tenderneſs, that merits that dear Name) 
Can you? Q / can you, yet forgive my Flight ? 
My guilty Flight 2 that bore me from my Father, 
My Hopes, my Happineſs / my Innocence/ 
But oh / (everely have I ſutter'd for it 
Pierc*d through and through with molt in 
Ghoſt. Too ſtrong, Althea,; were the juſt 
Thy Virrue made upon a Fathers Soul 
For Death to raze. 
Our Paſhons are immortgl, as our beings, 
A part Eſlenrial of then® for without them 
There is no Pain, nor Pleaſure 3 Bliſs, nor Woe 4 
I blame not then thy Flight, compell d by Love, 
That o're the young maintains a T yranny. 
I blame thee not for Love, but for thy Tameneſs ; 
For bearing Wrongs from this Azg yptian Race. 
The niur'd Genius of thy native Country 
Calls loudly on thee for Revenge, Revenge. 
Huw long ? how long muſt our unhappy Hoſe 
Call for Revenge in vain, in vain from thee. 
Agypt's the Source of all our Houſes Woe. , 
For 1/s, Argus falls ; I for Phaetos : 
For Lybia thou. TJ«no and Hymen both 
Demand Revenge for violated Vows. 
Juno herſelf afliſts thy juſt Revenge 
/ Revenge ! Revenge / Revenge / Sinks down. 
Aith. Oh 7 ftay- -Oh 7 do not fly fo ſwiftly from me-/ 
Take not away ſv ſoon that pious form, 
That plealing Image of paternal Love, 
That touch d with Care ofhis unhappy Daughter, 
Burſt from the peaceful Manifions of the Dead, 
To rouze my Juſtice and accuſe my Tamen-:(s ; 
This poor Infenfibility of V Vrongs / 
I feel my Father roll through allmy Veins, 
Rage in my Blood, and hre my doubting heart ! 
Revenge ! Revenge, Revenge it was he cry'd 
Juſtice, and Pity demand revenge, 
My Country, Father, and the Gods demand it. 
C4). O / Gods appeaſe this Fury of ker Mind / 


proce wrongs / 
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Aer. Revenge is the beſt eaſe the Gods can give her. 
Alth., Revenge / Revenge / it gives ſome tat to Life 
Nor am I wholly wretched while I can 
Revenge my Wrongs, and puniſh my Undoer.. 
Inform, adviſe, initruR, dire& my Fury, 
While yet my mind is capable of ating. 
Yes I will live—— but live for help Vengeance, 
Great as iy Cauſcleſs Wrongs, on him, on her ; 
On her the curs d Uſurper of my Bed : 
On Atrops, Clymene, and all the Guilty Hosſe. 
Caſſ. Might I adviſe; I d leave him to the Gods, 
Nor think more of him. 
Alth. How / nct think of him while yet he wrongs me ? 
White yet he lights and leaves me for another ? 
No I m .ll Rage, whole Nemeſis is in me / 
And ! il purſuc him with immortal Hate, 
Rey-nge my Injuries, tho I fall my ſelf. 
/-fer. But hold.--- Compoſe your ſelf hide yourconcern ; 
For (ze th' 7 yrian Tyrant Mereps comes. 


Pleaſe not his 7.yes with Griefs you ſhou'd not own Ft 
To their vile cauſe — till your Revenge is (ure. 
Emer Merops, Guards and Attendance, a2 
/ieropr. How long mult I command you hence in vain # 


Weak Mwaarchs thus are Brow-beat by their Slaves, 
When they forget to ſee themſelves obey'd. 
Therefore depart immediately away, 

For hence T1 not remove till you are gone. 

Alta, Prote& me Heavn / this blow compleats my Ruin. 
Ah ! me! to whom ! Ah ! whither ſhall I curn 2? 
When thus I fall on every (fide moſt wretched. 

Merops. I have no leiſure now to hear you rave 
Impatient of your hated be gone —— 
Eae me and mine of this moſt odious Burden. 

Alth. Thus low, oppreft with ſuch a Weight of Woe, 
Permit me ask the Reaſon of my Exile. 

What new ! what ſudden motive cou'd I give, 
Ahelp::{% Woman, and of All forſaken ? 
Merops. Let it (1fhcel fear thee ; 
(For mean dilguites are below a King) 
I fear you ll plot ſome Miſchief againſt my Daughter, 
And for theſe Fears you are a fertile Cauſe. 
Aſia and Europe yield too fatal Proofs, 
With what I Fury 'nis you love 3 
And how my Ly6is ought to dread your Rage, 
Since you re divarc'd for her, from Phactos. : 

Alth, 1 grant, that forc d by Loves Almighty Powr 
I dard above my Sexes{ufrer Temper 
For him that ſaid, nay ſwore too that he lov'd me 
Above his Life, his Life! above his Glory. 

Yet think not Merops, think me not ſo mean, 
$0 very fond to love when I am (ligtited, 

What er I did for him when yer he lovd, 

I nothing ſhall —_—_— for him that hates. 

Nor boots it me who loves, or who's belovd, 
Since he loves me no more, _ hates me. 


Go 


——— 
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Go on, proceed, con! 
Live long 3 hve happily 3 I envy t not. 

Allow this Wretch alas a ſad Retreat. 

A ſhelter againſt worſe Fortune's all I ask 
In ſecret cnly 11 on him complain ; 
Murmur the pangs of my expiring Love. 
Where ſoon 111 learn to yield hum upto her, 
That more deſerves him, than my felf. 


conſummatretheir Eſpoulals 3 


Merops. Your Words a {pecious Mildneſs only bear, 


I fear the deadly Rancour hid within- 

For with more Eaſe w' oppole the Lutt of Vengeance, 
When it appears 1n 1ts own native fury, 

Than when diſgutsd in {inooth ſubmithive Words. 
Therefore be gone 
To change my Will ; thy Exile is decreed ; 
Nor ſhall thy cunning Arts reverſe thy Doom. 


nor think with ſubtle Speeches 


Alth, Oh ! 1 will claſp your Knees : O Sir ! by theſe, She knees, | 


By the new Pair I beg, I do conjure you. —- and claſps bus bnees, 


Mer . Faroe vain, all you can fay is loſt. 
Alth. It is unkingly to reject a Supphanr. 


oh It is unjuſt ro prize you 'bove my Family. 


ih. O! my Country. "tis now, 'tis now, tis now, alas' 


Thar 1 remember thee ! 


- Mer. That you ſhou'd ne'r 
Have ſuffer'd ro e{cape your Memory. 
Alth, O Love! deſtruRive plague ro womankind * 
Aer, Yes, when puriu'd againit a Parents will. 
Alth. O ! Jupiter ! 
Remember who was the Author of all this / 
Aer. Trifter be gone, and free me from my Cares. 
Alth; Tis mt, tis me alone hat Cares opprels ; 
Nor need I more to make me wholly — 
Mer. Be gone Ifay, or Slaves ſhall drive you hence. 
Alth. O | Merops hear me | yield ro my Requeſt ! 
Mer. In vain you ſtrive to break my fix'd Reſolve. 
Alth. No,. 1 will g0——1 aim not by my Tears 
To bend your Stubborn Mind to l:t me ſtay > Riſes 
Mer. What woud youthen ? Why leave you rot my Kingdom 2 
Alth. Give bur a day to ht me for my Journey. 
And fince th:ir Father has forgot his Children, 
Fermit me give em the beit Help I can, 
Ah! pitythem, for you ve had Children toe ! 
As youre a Parent let a Parents ſorrows 
Touch you Young, tender, and unus'd to Hardſhips, 
As you well knowlam ; yer, O ' Meops : 
I am not gricv'd for my own Baviſhment, 
But the Misfortunes that attend my Infants, 
My little _— Babes! my early Orphans, 
Orphans, whule yet their Father is alive. 
"Tis theſe rorment me, theſe that rack my Soul. 
Mer, That I m not ruld by an obdurate Mind, 
Let this convince you z your Defire is granted. 
Yet hear me, Woman, hear, and mark ine well, 
If then to morrows Sun do hnd thee here 


Thou dy, thou and thy-Childr.n furely dye, Exit Merops cum [wic. 
Mer 
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Aer. Alas | unhappy Miſtreſs / 
What will you do? or whither will you fiye ? 
To unexperienc'd miſeries exposd 2 
Caſſ. Whole Friendſhip? or what Nation will you ſeek ? 
What Hoſpitable coaſt againſt your ſufferings ? 
Alth. 'Tis true, my Friends Il]-Fortune does ſurround me, 
Yet think not that I1I loſe this laſt ſucceſs. 
Think you I cou'd have couch d fo to the Tyrant ? 
Have beenHis Suppliant 2? held troHim thefe Hands ? 
Had not my hopes of Vengeance bent my Knees, 
Soften'd my Language, and thruſt out my Arms ? 
Beſotted Merops ſhou'd havedrivn me hence, © 
Not giv'n a Day / a Days a mighty Space, 
Enough to Sacrifice all, all my Foes, 
The Daughter, Father, Mother, Son 
My perjur'd Husband ! Where ſhall I begin ? A 
Amud this Crop, this Glut of my Revenge 2 
Shall I (et fire to their carsd Nuprial Bed : 
Or with this Dagger pjerce their guilty Hearts? 
No, by more ſubtle Arts I muſt prevail, 


Deceit with the Deceivers ſhou'd not fail ; Ll 
Yer if this do not, as it ought ſucceed ol 
I with this Hand will do the dreadful Deed : 


Amid their Guards, in the full face of Day, 

Nor Heav'n nor Hell ſhail to my furious way; 

I'll wound, I1Iftab, transfix their conſcious Hearts z q4uſcr. 

From me they ſhall be ſure of their Deſerts. 

With joy I dye, and as in Triumph fall ; 

If with my pondrous Fate, I cruſh'd them all. Exeam Omnes., 
The End of the Third Aft, 


ACT IV. SCENE L. 


TO 


Enter Phaeton on ene fide, 4x4 Althea on the other, 
attended by her Maid:. 
Pha, Ov'd by my Love, I come, unkind Althes, 
To mourn, ahd tv provide for your {ad Journey ; 
For I cant wiſh you Evil, tho you hate me. 
Alth, Then you are come? you dare approach me then ? 
O / worſtof Men / moſt guilcy of thy kind ! 
For want of Pow'r allows me but Reproaches) 
is not aſſurance, but vile Impudence, 
That brings you to a Friend, you ſohave wrong'd. 
And yet 'ris well, 'tis jaſt, that you are come, 
That I may vent m' impriſon'd Griefs on thee, 
And with contageous Sorrows blaſt thy !oys. 
Phae. Madam, I have no joys, while you're in Pain. 
Alth, Firſt (for 111 begin with my firſt Berictits) 
I ſav d your Life nor can yov yet deny it) 
When in one Night your Guiltleſs Friends were ſlain, 
Then you lagrate, then you too =_ have dy'd. . 
L 2 « 
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1n pity of your untimely Fate. 
I Snatch'd you from my angry Fathers Rage, 
And ſet you free-- O ! that I bd. done no more./ 
Burt preſs d by my ill lars, o re pow'red by Love! 
By artful highs, -and your ws — Vows, 
Ar once his Hopes, and Veageance I betray d 3. 
Not only gave you life, bur fied too with you. 
—— Agan—in Af where 1 might have reign'd, 
Negletting ſtill all intereſts of my own 
To ſave your Life I flew che King Aiphenor. 
And fl:d again ly Night thro Foes and Dangers, 
And rho I fled Fro1e, what you ſeek, a Crown, 
I fled well plcas'd vecauſc 1 fied with you. 
Phae. Yet hear m* ; ad be patient while I ſpeak... 
Alth, I took ail Fears from-you, and in Return 
Ofſuch, fo many Benefirs nave you 2 
Have youu betray d me? O !Prodigy of Falſehood / 
Made by my fruirful Love now twice a Father, 
In all my youth, in all my Spring of Beauty 
Z To leave me for another ! 
O / my falle Joys ; O! diſappointed Hopes ! 
Abo have I been deceiv'd; O - how abusd / 
®Thinkſt thou there are no Gods, that heard thy Oaths } 
Or thinkſt thou,they want Power to puniſh Crimes 
Like thine? O' Hands! O/ Knees ! ſo often prels'd 
In vainan vain by his proteſting Hands : 
Phae. Wou'd you but hear I ſhould not ſeem thus Guilty. 
. Alth, Illcalmly reaſon with youlike a Friend, 
As if I hop d ſome Benefhr from you. 
Whither ſhall I 20? ro whom ſhall Ireturn 
. Calt off by you 2 What ro my native Country ? 
That I ferlook for you / what to my Father ? 
Alas / hes dead / kill d by my guilcy Flight./ 
I was the only Pleaſure of his Age, 
His prop, his ſtay, and when I Hed, he fell, 
And leftthisThrone to mv inveterate Foes. 
Phae, Yet hear me ſpeak, and then condemn or quit n el. 
Alth. Or ſhall l fly to (lain 4{pheners Court 2? 
Where for his Death, I ſhall be-kindly.treated. 
You bid me go, bur cat ott all Retreat- 
My native Friends that merited no evil, 
For thee I ve loſt, for thee I've made all Foes ! 
And now for all thei: fatal proofs of Love, 
I'm thruſt a Vagabond to the wide World. 
Defenceleſs, Widow'd, Friendleſs, and alen: / 
Or-what is worſe, with my twohelpleſs Orphans. . 
If chis muſt be,.O ! think but how 'twill found, 
At your new Nuptials, that you've driv'n to exile 
Your Children Beggars, with that tender Wife, 
To whom you owe the life you uſe againſt her. 
O / Zapiter | why haſt thou giv'a to Gold 
t A certain Teſt to know the true from falle, 
And yet in Man hath fixt no certain Mark, 
Im, _ ho Good __ Evil? £4 Che 
you.ve drawn a dread rge again 
Aad ſuch as Guile cou'd never. hope to Anſwer, 0g 
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Yet, fortify'd with Innocence, I dare 
Appeal to your own ſelfto judge my Cauſe. 
Lay but ou Patlion for a while alide 
And tell me who > who causd this mournful parting ? 
Alth. Ask thy ſelf that Queition ? ask thy own Heart. 
Pha. It was not I, I ſought not this Divorce. 
The Gods, the angry Gods woud have us parted, 
Witneſs ye Pow'rs / how long I did oppoſe you / 
Struggling with Fate, my Mother, and my Country, 
Before I yielded up a Prize like this. 
The hoary Prieſts of fs chreatn'd Egypr, 
With Evils imminent, with Plagucy, with Pamine, 
Unleſs chat you were baniſh d——And the Nile 
Withdrew its fertile Streams within its Bed, 
And ſhrunk itsnoble Flood into a Brook. 
In vain the holy Prieſts mourn'd drown'd Ofriz, 
With ſhorn Locks, and diſmal Cries in vain 
ASuccellor they ſought to the white God / 
All was deny till you was driven from Egypt. 
What coud Ido? or how coud I deny 
My Friend, my Mother, and my falling Country 2 
Alth. If this were fo, why kkft we not this Egype ? & 
Why ſhould my Baniſhment from Egypr part us ? 
We had been wanderers together betore this! 
Nor Gods, nor Prieſts, requir'd that you ſhould tay, 
And Love, and Benefits, and Vows, and Oaths 
Oblig d you to go with.me. 
But theſe are Feints, weak Blindsro hide their Guilt, 
Tis Lyne is the God compels your ſtay / 
Tis LY drives Althea out of Egypt ' 
"Tis Ly6i4 is the dreadful Fate that parts us ! 
Pha. Becalm a while, and give me leave to ſpeak. 
F will not urge the Love that £z6ia4 bears me, 
(Tho that, I twear, would move azother ſtrangely ) 
The Crowns ſhe brings ( tho I was born for Crowns) 
I will not urge, for theſe are foreign Motives : 
It was for you I yielded to theſe Nuptials 
alth. For me/ for me you lefc ne tor another / 
O wretched Trifler ! 
» Pha. Pray hear me out 
You ask what God ? what Prieſts require my ſtay ? 
Why you, Althea, are the God compels it. 
Knowing the Hardſhips of a Friendleſs Exile,. 
How could I bear to ſee Althes periſh, . 
And have it in my Power to ward her Fate ? 
My Children too, ſprung from that beautevus root, 
Attackt my Heart, and with reliftle(s force, 
Tore me what my Soul defires moſt / 
For Me, you've made too many Foes already, 
And ſhould I then add to their fatal Number ? 
Wf Aſfiaand Sames are provok'd for m 
Should I dare Zgypreoo, to fix your Ruin? 


Alas! if I go with you I deſtroy you, 
IFI ſtay here, .I m bur my ſelf m—_ Y, 
And by my pain provide for you a —— 
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'Tis Death to my Deſires to loſe Althea, 

But 'tis Damnation to undo her more. 

Yer wou d I go, the Pow'r of «&2ypt ſtops me, 
ThePow'r drives you hence,thatconfines me here. 
Come calm that Rage (which yet I cannot blame 


' Becauſe it ſhews you Love me) and conhider 


That by this match the Wealth of»-&gypr s yours, 

For what is mine is fo. By which: il-Forrune 

Will follow you m vain, bur never reach you: 

Contending Nations will with Pride invite you 

That know your Intereſt in the Prince of «& pr. 
Alth. How eafie tis togive us Words tor Weeds ! 

No more with ſpecious Arts diſguiſe the truth ; 

The fulfom Dawb too vitb!y 1s teen. 

If ewas for me you did theſe wondrous things. 

[Why was the ſecret kept thus long from me ? 

Who firit ſhou d have been won to yield you to her. 
Phae. Hew cou d I plead a hateful Cauſe with you 2 

I cou'd not wiſh to gain ev'n from my felt? 
Alth. Theſe arc invented Cauſes, not the real ; 

Your proud aſpiring Soul diſdain d my Bed, 


| A Becauſe I brought no Kingdoms for my Dowr. 


Phae. Btlieve the brave Ambition of my Soul. 
Wou'd not permit me to forgo my Love, 
For any Cauſe, but what I have aflign'd, 
Your Childrens, and your Happineſs —- 
Alth. Give me no Happineſs that s mixt with Woe, 
Nor Wealth and Pow r thatrack my Soul with Gricf. 
Phae. Opinion only makes yon here unhappy, 
Who in the midſt of Plenty think you re Poor. 
alth. Delu.le me on with Words, you ve gut # Refuge, 
And you _ eloquent upon it: But your Deeds 
Your Deeds are more emphatic: am I not 
Forſaken ? with my Children forc'd to Exile ? 
Phae. Toeaſe that Care take largely of my ſtore, 
Rich preſents to our Friends to recommend you. 
Alth. L]L uſe no Friends of thine, nor touch thy Gifts ; 
The Gifts ill men beſtow advantage none. 
Phae. By the refulgent God, that gave me being / 
My Father Phzbuu !—— 
Alth, Thy Father ! thine ! th' illuſtrious God diſdains thee- 
1 hy Father ! *twas a boaſt of thy falſe Mocher. 
By which ſhe wou'd conceal her guilt! ſhame, A 
Phae. No more-—-for yet I calf the Gods to witneſs | 
Yd pour into your Arms whater you want, 
Both for your journey, and your after Eaſe ; 
Tho you to your own detriment refuſe it. 
And with injurious Language drive me from you: * Exe. 
Alth, Go, g&algke haſte, to your new Bride make haſte ! 
Too long Trek you from her wiſh'd-for fight. 
Go on, go on {ummate your new Nuptials, 
Yet if che Gods but lend a pitying Ear, 
prepar d 'em 


You ſoon ſhall wiſh you never . \ s 
Walks wp 4 # in 4 Paſſion, 
"; fel thy Power. 


Cafe. If once, O! Yew! I m 


Far 
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Far be this racking Violence of Pafſion ! 
A Love more gentie in my Soul wſpire ! 
Calm be my Joys, temperate my Detire ! 
ahe the ſoft Emotions of wy Heart / 

r il they muſt be fierce, Oh ! make 'em ſhort... 
My inclinations veering , as the Wind, 

In change preventing that falſe roving kind ! 

Alth. O! Funo' early Guardian oo youth, 
And ſacred Pledge of our Connubial Vows, 

If eec my Off rings have been grateful co you, 
1 do adjure you ſutfer not my Foes 
To gamer 56 s from my opprobriousGrief / 
er. Madam, tranſported by untimely Rage, 
You've loſt th occaſion that before you wiſhe for. 

Alth. Ha /--thovu ſayſt true-- haite afcer Phaeton £*+ Mer: 
And call him back,lay what chou wilt co bring him- 
Ungovernd Fury at his gh burſt our, 

And almcſt robbd meot my dear Revenge. - 
Althea (uramoen all the Womaa in thee, 
The large gen of all thy Sex, 
And aad to that the ſubtle Arts of Prieſts, 
And Courtiers, when they'd make their vengeance ſure. 
Thou wantſt them all, nay more i | —_—_ 
To ſmooth thy Brow, to calm thy Face and Eyes, 
That not one glimps of Rage to him appear. 
Away fond Love: ye tender Thoughts away ! 
I teel my Wrongs. Bewate my Soul, beware ! 
Of leaving me che ſport and jeſt of Eq yr, 
Th' By-word, and ſcorn of this Zarbarien Race. 
But hold-- theſe Thoughts too much difturb me. 
Let me have Mulic ro compoſe my Mind. 
Here in this mournful poſture he ſhall tind me. 
Sits down and reclines her Head on her Hand, 


| : Symphony and Song. 
HO” bappy won'd poor Woman be , 
From the Cares of Love ſtill free, 
Did not falſe Mans delnuding Arts 
Rob us of our Peace and Hearts. 
With Tears and Oaths the Cheat maintain £ 


_ 


Till we poor helpleſs women love again, 

And wound onr ſelves, alas! to cxpe their pain. | 

But then, ah | then ! how ſoon they change / . 
How ſcen the fickle wanderer; range ' 

How ſoon forget each Oath and Vow, 

And to ſome other beauty bow | 


Again t ”s, ain they prog, 


o purpoſe only to Paſ 

{ſeal my Heart \ ye chaſter Paw'r:,. 

Aron their rana'd. gw : 
of my Lifes ſucceeding Homrr, 


Ah ! give to Love n0 Part, 


At the end of the Song, Enter Pharton and Aderoy:. 
Phi, 
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Phae. Madam, T'm told you ſent for me again, 

P Tho you are angry with.me I L 
And come withJoy to hear what vou'll command me. 

Alph. ( Riſing and coming forward) Forgive, my Lord, the outrage of 
Nay I beg you, by our mutual. benefits, (my Tongue | 
Byour paſt Love (alas! that ir4s paſt !) 

To pardon my Violence of Paſſion. 
If I ſaid ought too harſh, or to ſevere, 
Think me a Woman, imporent of Reaſon, 
That cou'd not ſee thro Pain my future Good, 
And ſuch a Pain, as to be rent from you 3 

- 'My Soul, my All (for you were All co me) 
Juſt in the fierce abundance of my Love. 
Then add to this my little helpleſs Infants 
Baniſh'd, and in the tender Bud expos d 
To nipping Blaſts of an inclement Fortune. (weeps) 
Pardon theſe Tears, that ſpizhr of me will fall 
When ee this dreadful Image comes in view. 

Phae' Excuſe them not, they (peak a nobie Nature. 

Alth. Theſe Is thro them rransfix'd the Morher 1n me, 

* And work d the raging Terror into Madnels 
But now I'm calm, and Reaſon rules again, 
#3 1 am convinc'd, that you have done mc} wiſely, | 
® Perhaps moſt kindly tos ! (Sighs,) 
I own your Care of ae, and cf my Children 3 
I own I ve nothing to accuſe but Fate 
And fGnce our Stars will have it (5, 11] bear it. 
Phae, O : my Althea! I approve thy Grief, 
Nor can I blame thy Rage ; for borh arc juſt. 
I ſwear thy Tende:ncſ+, and Love (6 charm me 
Fut that - Gods, have deom d me to be Great 
For thy Prote&ion, I ſhould leap down with thee 
Into ignoble Ruin 
Ner think of my immortal Glory more. 
Alth. Diflembling Villain ! Oh! my Heart be calw ! 
Or I ſhall loſe this only Hour of Vengeance! Afde. 
Fool that I was, who cou'd not fee my good. 
Had I been wiſe, I'had my (clf adyis'd it, 
And ſtood a glad afliſtant at your Nuptials, 
But alas! I am a Woman! and tis 
Below you to emulate me in Evil; 
Or rail becauſe I rail d, I then was Mad, 
Bur now 1 have conſider'd, I conſent, 
» Phe. You do, Althea | like a tender Mother, 
To ſhare that Pain for them, I feel for you, 
In this we b-th prefer the Good and Fortune 
a Lag $0 wy ou m__ defires, 
th Bring forth, bring forth my pre  _ 
To their Father ro take their laſt ane i Bades, bring we 
Enter two Alaids with two Children, Althez goes 10 them, and as ſhe 


peaks takes bold of them and bim alter 
Let him beholh in bn his double lihenefs. _— 


Extend. extend your little Arms ; embrace him. 
Clng you about his Neck, and you about his —M 
be Maids apply each as diretted, and Althea Knerts. and 
takes bold of his Hand: 
. £ Speak 
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Speak to him tendesly ; and move his Soul ! 
Methinks ev'n now their Eyes, and Motions ſpeak ' 
And with me beg your moſt peculiar Care. ; 
Look on them we do they not deſerve it ? 
Are theſe young tender Images of you, 
Fit for the Hazards of a tedious Voyage ? 
O ! my dear Children / O / my hittle Babes / 
Muſt you fo foon partake your Mothers Wae ? 
Oh / preſs him cloſer yet, and yet more cloſe, 
And with your melring cries excite the Father. 

Children, O! my Father ! oh! good Father pity us! 

1 Child. Father, what have we So to make you leave us ? 
Have I done any thing to anger you ? 
It I have been a naughty Boy, indeed 
I'm ſorry fort, indeed I am. | _ (Pomp of Sadneſs + 

Pha, ( ſpeaking teaderly and moy/d,) Riſe, oh ' riſe! What means this 
What woud theſe Tears ? What wou'd theſe dear Embraces? 

Embraces them all, tahgs up Althea, and the Ma id and Child, 
You cannot think that I can ever light em ? 
They ſhall, as my thirſt Hopes, be my firſt Care. 
And if the Gods but favour m Deligns 
I once ſhall ſce them Princes here in Agypr- 
Grow up my Boys, and be your Mothers Comfort 
And myjGlory. ( She turns afide her head, and ſeem; to weeg. 
Why doſt thou turn thy Beauteous Face away ? 
And with ſtoln Tears bedew thy tender Cheeks ? 
ws * theſe wifhes, with unwilling Ears ? 
h. Nothing— Tis a fend Mothers ſudden pang 

For her unhappy Children- 

Pha, Let not 


Give you farther Grief: I'll take care of them- 
Alth, I woud obey you—but I am a Woman 
A Sex, that's born for Tears ——E.Qh! my Children ? 
Pha. But why ſo often call you on your Children ? 
Alth, Indeed I cannot help it, for I bore em, 
And brought them forth into this World of Woe. 
And now muſt ſee them , Cre they haow what life is, 
Expos'd, and driven upon a t hazards. 
Per there may be cauſe why I ſhould go, 
But what alarms can theſe afford the Court? 
Pha, What would you have me do ? 
Alth, Implore their ſtay : 
Beg it of s with your utmoſt zeal. 
While they're ſecure, within their Fathers ſight, 
The dearer half of me is free from Danger: 
Phe. Well I will try, but can't aſſure ſucce 
Alth, V Vhat cannot only Daughters do with Fathers 2 
Employ but Zybis, and the Boon is granted. 
Pba. I will-nor will ſhe I believe Gay as 
Alth. O /1 will help you in this grateful Labour 
I have a Robe, that s wove by hands Divine, 
Materials rich; as the fam'd Rory 's artful: 
Afinerva's Tryal "tis with rachne, 
This with a Crown of Gold by Faicar wrought, 
And giv'n by Juv t0.0ur fav rite Hanes 
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I will, with my two Children ſend to win her, 
No Mortal can reſiſt ſuch powerful Bribes. 
Pha. Rob not thy ſelf of ſuch unequal] d Treaſures, 
The Egyptian Court has wealth enough for her, 
VVith whom my VViil outweighs a Mine of Gold. 
Alth. You muſt permit me, Sir, to ſend them, for 
VVere my life demanded for their ſtay, 
I'd freely part with it, much more with theſe, 
And Gold with Man's more prevalent, than duty, 
The Gouds make Fortune ſtiH attend on Gold, 
As if their Blefſings too were bought and fold, 
Pha, Well then, Alrhea, you ſhall have your will. 
Alth, 1 fly on all the Wings of ſwift delire, 
To fend this noble Ranſom wi th my Children. 


Pha, I will before to make their way more eaſy, Ex, 
Alth. Now Gods befriend me, and one fatal Hour, 
Shall venge my wrongs, and your affronted Pow'r, Ex. Omnes. 


The End of the Fourth Af, 


—— ————— — es I y——_— Inn nes, 


' + *Þ: wh, £ 


— ——— 


— 


The Temple of the Sun, Enter Alth. diſg#is d, withCaffiope and M or 
Alth, G ve me a full account of all, that paſt 
Caſ]. Soon as your Gifts and Children reach'd the Preſence, 
Your Friends, that felt your Sorrows, were o'rejoy d, 
That Phaeton, and you werereconcild. 
Alth. On to Lybia. of her I'd only hear. 
Caſſ. Unmark d by her (for ſhe was fondly toying 
With her new Lord, her Eyes faſt fixt on his, 
And darting wanton Wiſhes to his Soul ) 
We came up to her. Seeing us ſhe ſtarted. 
Sprung from his Arms, and turn'd away her Face, 
As it the Gorgon 4ght wou'd make her Stone. 
Alth. Gods ! Guds ! how I deſpiſe her perty Malice, 
That reach'd my tender in offenhve Children, 
Yet ſhe might fear them well ; they brought her Death. 
Aer. Averſe ſhe held her y Eyes a while. 
Till Phaeton thus mildly check d her ſcorn. 
Receive my Friends with a more gentle Brow, 
Think theſe a valu'd Portion of your Husband. 
Receive their precious Gifts, and beg your Father 
For my ſake ro remir-my Childrens Exile. - 
Soon as her greedy Eyes had ſpy'd the Preſents ; - 
The dazling Crown and Robe of heav'nly Make. 
She cou'd deny him nothing, All was granted. 
Upon her downy Hair he ſet the Crown 
And on her Shoulders fixt the flowing Mantle. 
Altb. O ! height ! O / Maſterpiece of dear Revenge ! 
To make my perjurd Husband put *em on, 
ng »: - O 8 o_ _— enſure ar Bogen a 
roud cf the ghtt ring Load, with hau ; 
She traverſes the Room ; and bn the Glaſs, muy 
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With ſelf-pleas'd Eyes, ſurveys her ſhining Form. 
Alth, So the fond Vitum co the Alrar doom'd, 
Bounds o're the Earth exalted with its Trappings, 
Irs ſacred Wreaths, ani holy Pomp cf Death, 
Unknowing that theſe uſher its Fare, 
So Lybis too. For all thoſe glitrering Preſents 
Great Jwno gave me, and ſhe bid me fena 'em 
To my molt hated-Foe for ſurc Revenge 
Here in the Temple of the Sun I Il wait 
To fee my guilty Sacrihces fall. 
Thus veil'd ſecure, within this hoſtile Roof. 
Emer Prieſts of the Sun, 8&c, and move gravely down, 
one each fide the Stage. 


Cafſ. The holy Prieſts already are advanc'd, 

And ſee the Court, and Bride and Bridegroom come. (They all Emer. 
Alth, With guilty Joy chey come, bur thall return. 

VVith an avenging Grief, 1know the poiſon 

Muſt have eftect before theRites are done. 

The _—_— places himſelf on one fide the Altar, the Bride on 
the other, and the reſt in their order, then the Muſic begins ; 
daring which, Althea often looks 0n Phaeton, 

iſt Prieſt. © / ſacrid Ihs! and Apollo hear ! 
O ! bright Divinities give ear, \ 
And ſhowr your bleſſings on this Royal Pair. 
Repeat in a Chorus. 
24d Prieſt. Lock down bright God of day, look down, 
On this fair Virgin, ad thy Son. 
Eaſe their Pars : 
Increaſe their pleaſure ; 
In ſoft Chain « enſure their Treaſure. 
Give 'em joys, ah ! give'em bliſſes, 
Melting 4s their pom _ 
Chorus. © ! ſacred Phatbus hear, 
And ſhowr -_ bleſſings on this on this happy pair , 
1ſt Prieſt. Its, by the pains Love coſt you, 
By the ſtor ms in which it toſt you, 
5 the awful charms of | = 
'y the Tranſports of his 
Chorus. © | /acred Its and Apollo bear, 
17-2. "IPO 

your Bleſſing: on this r, \ 

After the Mufic, two Priclts lead Lybi4 up to the Altar, 
where ſhe kneels down on a Cuſhion, and offers In- 
cence, as ſhe is leading up, Althea! 

Alth. Why beats my Heart thus 2 what love return ? 
Why ſhoud ſuch t thoughts befiege my Breaſt 


Ev'n in the AR, in which he w me moſt? 
. Oh/ cord he yet repent, Icoud forgive him - 
For he has got a Friend within m ome, 


Pleads for hun with prevailing Eloquence. 

Methinks too midſt this outward formal Joy, 

There fits a ſort of ſorrow on his Brow. 

That flatters me, that I am yet within. 

Ill try hun —— ' 5 
= "Ao E 2 «be And 
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d ifhe yet perſifls then let him dye. 
A Gris Geer wp 10 him and pulls bins afide. 
My Lord ! 


While your fair Bride her Sacrifice performs 
Permit me ſpeak with you. 
Phae. Some other Time- : 
Alth, It does concern your Happineſs, and Life. 
Phae. Come to me then, ſoon as the Rites are over- 
Alth. 'T will be too late. 
Phae. No matter then I'll dye. 
No Fears ſhall interrupt my preſent Joy. 
Alth Gods / how he's tranſported !— one moment, Sir» 
Or midſt your Joys you periſh. 
Phae. Prithee leave me. 
Alth. I wiſh I cou'd ! but——you muſt hear me ; 
Pha, 1f I muſt hear you, I pray you be moſt briet. 
For I've no time to trifie. . 
Alth. This way a little, Seer: — bim. 
The Princeſs finks down 0n her on e the Altar, 
Prieft. The Princeſs, help, the Princeſs faints away! 
The C gets about her, but Phaeton 4s ſtops by Althea. 
A!th. You muſt not thither, for your-Fate lies there- 
Or if a Womans Death you long te ſee, 
Turn ; oh / turn yaur barbarous Eyes on me! Unveils herſe!f- 
See your Althea periſh at your feet ! - 
Does no Remorle ? no pity touch you yet ? 
Pha. Althea '|ha ! what means this fond relapſe? 
Alth. Is then: Althea quite forgot ? forſaken, 
_ off he we ? __ - leaſt ar yg 
ore the Gods within their Roofs, your Vows. EE 
[ Merops in the crowd.) Ha ! ſhe grows paler, ſee a ſudden ſhiviring 
hoy ny all her LE. Os j * her quickly 
ack to her tment. ! fatal Nyptials ' 
m Alt go off with the Princeſs, 
Phae. Let go my Arm—— my.Princels is not well. 
Alth. Your Wife is worſe, your BenefaQreſs worle. 
Phae. Her ſudden Ill has diſcompos'd meſo, 
T am unhr to reaſon with you now. 
Alth. $0 griev'd for her ! ſo ugconcern'd for me ! 
Gods ! ſure you owe me more, than fooliſh Zybia / 
Phae. Some other time will berter ſuit your Madnels ; 
Now Love. and Honour call me to my Princes. 
Alth. Ha! Love and Honor ! thoy, alas ! haſt neither. 
What, Love aud Honor call you from your Wife? 
From your Prelerver 3 from. the Wretch-you've made fo ? 
Phae. Grief fills my Soul ſq, there's no Room for Anger, . 
Or I ſhou'd chide th impertigence away. 


Alth. Falſe Wretch ! beware, beware how/you 
A Qualm of Pity ſtopp'd thee om thy 4 4 provoke mez . 
But have a Care,—— Run—— 


Phae, Th let your Cruelty ſtrait fend me to it, 
if ua = ohaing Princes : Gall.Gnd it. 
th, Fon , here's Life, there certain ttends | 
Phae, Let me but go, I'll face that certain Death s or 
Ath. Hell ! and Furies ! how he {lights my Love / 
R a Is 
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Is Death with her better than Life with me ? 
P hae. Since you will force the Setret from me——'ris. 
Alth. Enough ' enough ! thou Ill without a Name ! 
Yes, falſe berrayer, yes, ingrateful Wretch, 
You ſhall go ro her=—but you hrſt ſhall hear 
The Noble Vengeance, that you have affiſted. 
Phae. ſtarting, Ha | Vengeance ſaiſt thou ? and by me aſſifte#' 
Alth. I did not wrong thee in thy darling Office, 
For Death, and Ruin are the juſt Returns 
You're usd to make for Tendernel(s and Love. 
Phae. Ha | Death, and Ruin! O . 'my boding Heart! 
Alth. When with the Crown and Robe you deck d your Bride 
You dreſt the Victim of my injur d Love. 1 
Fou fix'd ten thouſand Poitons on her Head, 
And cloath'd her in inevitable Fare. 
Ev'n now ſhe breathes her laſt ; now gaſpsfor Breath, 
Go reap the Fruir of Perjury in Death. 
Claſpto thy fickle Brea(t her dying Charms, 
And hug th' Infetion in thy faithlels Arms. 
Pha. © '! dire Revenge for what was kiadly meant thee ! 
O ! barbarous Woman, or fell Tygrels rather. 
More cruel tar, than Scyls, or the Syrens, 
Like the Hyzna, and the Crocodile, 
With falſe Laments, and artful Tears you kill — 
But may th' avenging Furies {oon o retake thee. 
The Gods deſtroy thee, - or the earth devour thee : 
Heav'n pierce thee with its Bolts: Hell rack thee with its Tortures" 
A'th.” In vain you rave; in vain you vent your Curſes ; 
What God, or on can regard your Pray rs, 
Perjur'd, as you are, by all their Deities ? 
Pha. They need not, for thy Guile will always haunt thee. 
Alth. My Guile > Why I am wholly innocent ! 
Tas Crimes provok'd it, and thy Hands perform'd it. 
ha. My Hands? my Hands too ſhou'd revenge it. 
Alth, If it be kind, or juſt thou canſt not dat. 
Pha. Thou'rt troubleſome tome, and thy Speech is hateful. 
Alth. W' . ree in this, for thine o= Wo to me : 
Go, go, and bury your expiri i 
Pla. Oh! Honor / Fiery / Manhood now affit me 
Aſſiſt, thou bright patec ire, afſiſt / - 
Or Rags unmans me : drives me to a Deed, 
* Will (ully all my pak, and future Glories. Parſer, 
Woman away——leſt all ſhou'd be too weak 
To guard thee from my Rage, my growing Madneſs. 
Fit. This ſlighted Qut-catt, this abandon d Wife, 
Alone, deſerted, had the Pow, you had, 
To fink the Pride of your injurious «Aigypr 3 
And puniſh thee, 'mudſt thy fond ſecurity. 
Pha. Woman, I fay be gone——be gone / or yet-- 
Laying his haud upon bir Sword, 
Emer a Mellenger in haſte, 


Meſſ. My Lord 
If you woud ſee the Princeſs e'r ſhe dye, 
You muſt outſtrip the Minytes (wifreſt haſte. 
Phae, Thanks to thy call, 1d loſt my ſclf in Rage; 
At-- 
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Almoſt forzot my Lybia too, I fly. I: going. 
Alth, Fly, fly twiftly, ro compleat my Vengeance. 
Enter Epaphus haſtily, meets Phaeton and ſtops him, - 
Phae. Whence is this frightftul haſte ? 
Epaph, I come to you, 
But whence, alas / I come, Iſcarce dare tell you. 
Phae. Speak boldly, for I am prepar'd ro hear you» 
Epa. But ol ! 1 bring fo (ad a Tale, ſo near 
Concerning you, you ll never bear ir. 
—A tale( creadful, and fo full of Horror, 
Twill chill your Blood, and freeze you into Age. : 
Pha, Spcak on lay Lybia's dead, and yer thou'lt tee 
Ihave a Gudlike Virtue to {upport it. 
Epa. You'll need it All, for tis from her I come. 
Scarce had ſhe reach'd the door of her Apartment, 
When from her Mouth a white, - but horrid Foam, 
Sprea#0 re her lovely Face, her Eye-balls roll'd, 
And wildly whirl d about with dire Convulhons. 
Silent ſhe lay, or-brcath d bur piteous Sighs, 
"a, And piercing groans, till the firſt fit was over 
Phae, Gods ! how this ſtaggers atl my boaſted Courage ! 
Was not her Death enough ? but Tortures too ? 
Its, Go on, for all my injur'd Blood it warms. 
Epa. No ſooner to-herſelf the came, but ſaw 
The blazing Crown belch out a bery Deluge, 
That prey'd upon her Hair, her Head, her Face ; 
Fram whence her Fleſh like melting Wax ran down, 
Mingl d with-Fire and Blood. Mean while the Robe 
With fatal Ragedevour'd her fainting Limbs. 
Phae, How did ſhe ? nay, how cou'd ſhe bear all this ? 
Epa. Firlt ſtarting up, ſhe ſhosk her flaming Hair : 
From fide to fide ſhe tots d her burning Temples, 
To daſh the cleaving Gold from off her Head. 
In vain, the more ſhe ſhook, the more it fix'd, and burnt. 
Pha, O | ftrange / O / miſerable Fate ! 
Epa. Butthen o re come by the prevailing M:ſ[chief, 
Alas ! ſhe fell bur coo unlike herſelf / 
Gone were the cohe Honours of her Face, 
And fled the awtul Luftre of her Eye, 
Phae. O hapleſs Maid ! O ! wretched Phazton! 
Epa. All ftruck till now with the amazing Evil 
Forbore to zouch her ; till th* unhappy Father, 
Now ttarcing from his Trance of ſudden Woe, 
Threw down his aged Body by her, claſp d, 
And kiſs d her—— Then burit-into thele Moans. 
O! m unhappy Daughter ! what angry God 
Deny 'd thy pious hands to cloſe my Eyes, 
Evn on this ſhut of Lif: 2 O ! 'my poor Girl! 
Gods that I might bur periſh with thee now ! | 
He ſaid no more, ſecure of being heard. 
Phge. O"n ! parcat God ſuppore me or I fall 1 
Epi. But oh! che dreadful Contelt that cnſu d 
Str.vinz ac-lengrth to raiſe his tyr'd Body, 
He ituck r55 tatt to the invenom'd Robe 
Evc: to part from his conſuming Child. 
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He rends her Fleſh and Bow-ls if he riſes, 
And if he ſtajs immediately he dyes, 
Few were the weak Efforts the Father made, 
But ſ:on his fainting Budy by her Corps he laid, 
He ſaw his Daughter m che Flame expire, 
Then ſunk imei in the lame fatal Fire- 
And then alas / ſad C/ mene. 
Phae, No mor 
I charge thee, by Thy Friendſhip, ſay no more. 
Bur caſt a Veil cf Glence ore che eff, 
I've heard roo much, too much already——lend your hand. 
The Ghaſtly Image ſinks my fiuating Senſes 
I bore what man cou 4 bear, bur Llis like cheſe 
O'recome "the God within me / Faints away. 
Enter a Meſſenver. | 
Aeſ]. Where, where's thePrince? rhe Multituge, 
Enrag d at what the Royal Houſe has {uffer'd, 
Forcing the Palace, with one commgn Voice. 
Devore Althea to immediate Vengeance. 
Alth. No, dull «Azgyptian, no, I am not born 
To fall by their vile Hands, by baſe «&gyprians, 
This Dagger is my Safe-guard, and this Hand. 
ProteRs me from that Infamy. 
Caſſi. O! Madam do not pierce your own dear Boſom / 
This awful Temple will repel their Fury, 
And gain you Time for a more gentle Fate. 
Alth, Impoſſible! the Peoples Rage ſpares nothing, 
Has no reſpe& to Altars, or to Gods! 
Belides— Happineſs has for ever left me, 
And to live wretched, is much worſe, than Death: 
It is enough I'veliv d to ſee my Wrongs 
Amply revenged: Il leave no turn to Fortune 
To ron = _ JOY, 2 —_— A he babe berfei they ſe 
Caſſi: O ! ſtop your fatal Hand \! 1 herſelf they ſerze 
& hand, and wreſt the Dagger from her, but cou d n@# 
prevent 4 ſlight wound. 
Aerops. What have you done ? 
Alth. Do you rs roo againſt my Peace 2 
ſt 


Tis well the Daggerp arm'd with double Fate, 
I h'd miſt my Aim elſe, now this ſcratch will doit ; 
What the Blow can t, the Poiſcn will orm. 
Epa. He breathes, go bear him gencly to his Bed, 
I'll but appeaſe the people, and attend him. They bear off Phacton. 
nter another Meſſenger, 
Meſſ. My Lord, the tumulr now is grown too fierce 
To be repell'd, or ev'n to be withſtood. 
Like Fire in Stubble driven before the Wind, 
They bear down all. 
Althea s Lodgings they've deſtroy'd already, 
And tore her Children in ten thouſand pieces. 
Nor fſatisfy'd with this they rave for her. 
And much I fear, unleſs ſhe's found, their Fury 
Will reach the Prince himſelf as her Concealer. 
Epa. The Prince ; alas ! he feels too much already 


Of chis their common Woe. 
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AMeſſ. You they declare 
As Son to their bright Goddeſs, King of «Ag ypr. 
F'Epa, The Crown, I own, is an Illu(trious offer, 
Yet not to be accepted by a Friend - 
In a friends wrong, that 15 unworthy me. I will go to'em 
Appeaſe their fury with the Awe of 1/s, 
Or fall my ſelf to vindicate my Friend 
Fortune does ev ry day diſpoſe of Crowns, 
But Heay n too ſeldom gives a fairhful Friend. Ex. cum ſuis 
alth. Ha ! Merope ! what did the fatal Raven Croak 2 
My Cluldren ' my dear Intants torn to pieces # 
O / dieadful News! O! cruel Rage / Q / curſed Azgypr / 
Mer. Twas o, alas ! he ſaid? 
Atth, Dead ! are they dead ! the pretty Orphans dead / 
Their Tongues that us d to charm me with ſuch Mufic, 
For ever filenc d * And their ſparkling Eyes 
Shut up, and clos'd for ever. (Walks up and down diſcompoſedty. 
Caſſ. Grieve not too much for 
What you can't redrels, .* 
Alth, Yet the great Gods, that ſuffer'd all this Evil, 
Might have ſome mignty End, and Purpoſe in it. 
To prevent 1lls hid in the Womb of Time. 
They took them innocent from this bad World, 
As yet incapable of Gwilt, or Grief. 
For had they Hyd, pertlags they might have prov'd 
Falſe as their Father, or like me unhappy. 
Aer. Then grieve no more, for what the Gods havedoom'd 
Alth, But thus to'dye ! thus to be torn to pieces / 
Their Limbs diſſever'd, their dear little Arms 
That have ſo often twiſted round my Neck, 
Their balmy Lips, that have ſe often kiſs d me, 
Mangl'd and torn to pieces by vile Slaves ! 
By barbarous, curs'd law O! pain! 
O ! Torture / greater far than Zyhia bore ! 
She faims away into their Army. 
This cannot; muſt not be /=——Qb ! 
Cafſ. Oh ! Merope | our wretched Lady's dead ! 


cr. No----Life ſtill s with grim Death within her: 
Her Heart with furious, a beating Throbs 
Bounces againſt her 


Bend her more forward——$So he revives. 
Alth. Stand off, and give me way, that I may fly 

$Swifter than thought, to — murdering Hand 

Of Deſtiny.—— Gods ! Gods / Im come t20 late ! 

The Deed is done, their tender Threads are cur / 

Oh / for the pow r of ſtrong alan Charms / 

To mock her Envy, and reverſe their Doom / 

All will not do——they are for ever loſt ! 
Ater. Alas ! ſhe raves, her Look and:;Motion's wild ! 
Caſſ. Alas ! my Heart bleeds at the piteous fight! 
Alth. Hiſt——1n your Ear. I've found the ſecret out 

Drawing 'envj4 her. 

———Sofcly we'll creep tathe black horrid Scene 

Of Infants Blocd, and ffeal the precious Pieces ; 

Gather them all, and carry 'em to the Gods 


- at: Iroorc . 3 
Te ſolder hem together —— the Gods can do it. % bb 
Call. WR eas Wap 00 givonnr Gans Relief ? . 
- Oh / 'tis not to be done ——- Deſpair, and Poiſon- - 
Unite their Force to diſappoint ous Wiſhes. 
Alth, Ha ! th unequal Gods deny the Boon ! 
Again diſperſe and ſcatter the dear Relique 


I with ſuch Pain, and Hazard have collected. Panſes, and looks 
Tis Guilr, nor Innocence is now their Cares wpward. 
For perjur'd Phaetow is born alofr, 


And grows familiar with the partial Gods. 
Mer. O! ye juſt Gods! remit her raging Grief / 
Caff. Oh !-thar 1 coud, by ſharing it, abaret. 
Alth. Ha ! now he's leapt into his Fathers Scat ! 
He h's ſeiz'd the b:ry Chariot of the Sun. 
Bur ſee the Steeds deſp:ſc his feeble Rein, | 
And ſwifrly whirl him ore the Azure Plain... pauſes, looking fox 
The Chariot burns ! th' Heav ns blaze, th Earths on Fre! apware. 
See Athos, Ida, Tawrns, OctaFlame ! 
Hills and Valleys burn / Fountains and Streams dry up” 
Stars, Earth, and Air are ſwallow'd up in Fire—— 
Ambition falls, ſee now he tumbles down ! 
The Precipice of Heav n /-——— Oh ! ſhield us Jove 
For now he comes direaly on our Heads. Bre pon them 
that endeavorr to hold her, tears off her He hs, &c. 
and her hair txmbles about her Shoulders. 
Tear, tear, tear off theſe Flaming Treſles, 
Theſe burning Garments, this catching Fuel / 
Haſte, haſte into che Flood, or we cogſume ! Throw: herſelf down, 
So ſo, hark / hark / that Thunderclap has ſav'd us! - 
See ncs faln, he's motionleſs, he's dead / 
Ha / how treezing cold he's grown already ! | | 
I've caught the ſhudd'ring Fit, it chills my Heart ? 2 
Oh / es, 
Ke-exter Epaphus. 
Epa. Here let the Peop!e wait till we return, Speaks entring. 
Too far already has the: Fury bore 'cem 
tians ! Countrymen / ſee where ſhe lies ! 
And let your Anger terminate with Death 
But learn 16 All from this too fatal Da % 
at ore Kings maintains an awful Sway. 
All things are order d by the Pow 'rs above. 
Againſt whoſe Will onr.Counſels fruitleſs prove. 
In ſad Events our wiſeit hopes we loſe ; 
And what we can't expe& the Gods produce. Exennt One; 
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EPILOGUE 


Mad: by a Friend, and Spoken by Mr. Malls. 


UR Poet wantin [ome k kind Friend oy exgue, 
() To give you the Dcfert of Epi 


His ; Stack; being Spimt, LES webace to borrow 
Ee Slag obo ring ane BY to my . 
St, me a this Wit 
-X $om-ar we entree pl 
What i in the Fraprode es pes: Rows ? 


But who won'd wit arpong the Beans ?- 
0! thert's.6 bed inkirk nb bi Wits plac'd 


And yer bis Heads is 
1 know him he's an Peeper 
A true Friend=——1 mean to our Dopr-heeyer. 
To plunder there's a ſim of that: 
'Tweu'd come within the A& of ty 
py name s a Cit—]'m ſure that be has None 
At leaſt to ſpare Unleſ> a Loan, 
Lind fd ray is a foo vile Diſgrace= 
For City Security's writ k ; 
His Wit beſides, avother Way is Bent, 
Hs bow t' evade ſome Aft of Parliament. 
O ! naw ' Tue found it—— And be con raviahfand jgo—— 
Death ! "tis a Soldier ! and bis Wit's di 
No Beaux ? no Wit ! mo ' left to ſpark is, 
What @ Plague are they all gone to New Market ? 
Since he in vain bere to Fewer: 69 ps 
Our Poet, Ladjes throws him 


s Inſpiration [eeks hs the, 
ihe _ frm pet right Tp Spirits Riſe. 
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